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INTRODUCTION. 

SO  far  as  my  own  inclination  leads,  I  have  very  little  to 
say  for  or  about  myself:  but  as  it  is  the  general  desire 
of  all  readers  to  know  something  of  the  author,  possibly 
a  slight  account  of  his  origin  and  early  life,  may  not  be 
amiss,  and  would  evidently  lend  interest  to  the  work.  And 
without  any  further  apology,  very  little  genealogy,  some 
chronology,  and  no  astrology,  I  will  proceed  to  note  a  few 
incidents  that  no  doubt  will  be  both  entertaining  and  instruc- 
tive to  the  reader.  Noting  only  the  most  prominent  events, 
impressing  the  mind  with  the  reasons  why  many  of  the 
scenes  described  on  the  pages  of  this  volume  by  the  writer, 
were  fixed  in  his  organ  of  thought,  to  be  narrated  in  verse, 
one-quarter  of  a  century  after  his  eyes  witnessed  the  event- 
ful scenes. 

Although,  at  the  time  the  author  little  thought  of  enter- 
taining the  public  wi^th  any  portion  of  the  vast  cyclorama, 
which  destiny  seemed  to  have  pre-ordained  him  to  view,  in 
the  theatre  of  war. 

Both  my  parents  were  of  Scotch  des(-ent,  my  grandfather's 
family  having  emigrated  from  Scotland  to  Canada,  in  the 
spring  of  1815.  The  vessel  they  took  passage  in  left  the 
British  Isles  in  a  convoy,  numbering  two  and  tw^enty  vessels 
in  all;  four  of  which  were  armed  frigates,  for  better  protec- 
tion of  the  merchantmen  from  the  piratical  American  priva- 
teers, which  then  infested  the  broad  Atlantic. 

The  vessel  in  which  our  family  had  taken  passage  was 
named  the  Alexander,  and  originally  built  for  a  privateer, 
her  shapely  and  well  curved  lines  indicating  speed.  The 
commander  of  the  squadron,  finding  the  Alexander  to  be  a 
swift  winged  craft,  ordered  her  master  to  take  a  very  slow 
tub  Hishioned  ship   in  tow,  which   he   done  somewhat  reluc- 
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tantly,  and  continued  towing  her  until  the  first  stormy  night 
arrived,  when  he  picked  up  an  ax,  cut  the  hawser,  and  ordered 
all  the  canvas  to  be  spread  and  the  vessel  put  before  the 
wind,  determined  never  to  see  the  convoy  again  until  his 
ship  had  crossed  the  ocean. 

When  morning  appeared,  not  a  vessel  was  to  be  seen,  so 
far  as  the  eye  could  range  the  furrowed  billows;  many  of  the 
passengers  could  not  understand  why  they  were  so  far  lost 
from  the  rest  of  the  fleet,  while  their  eyes  wandered  hither- 
ward  and  thitherward,  expecting  to  be  gobbled  up  any 
moment  by  some  Yankee  pirate. 

But  the  master  of  the  vessel  soon  allayed  the  passengers' 
fears,  by  telling  them  that  his  ship,  the  Alexander,  was  the 
swiftest  craft  that  sailed  the  briny  billows.  After  a  pleasant 
passage  the  Alexander  arrived  in  port  of  Saint  Johns,  N.  B. , 
two  weeks  earlier  than  the  convoy,  where  information  had 
already  been  received,  that  peace  had  been  declared  between 
the  Mother  Country  and  the  United  States. 

My  grandfather,  William  Cowden,  having  preceded  his 
family  the  year  before,  had  already  acquired  a  title  to  a 
tract  of  land,  bordering  on  the  Miramichi  River;  there  the 
family  settled  and  engaged  in  tarming  and  lumbering. 
When  his  eldest  son,  John  Cowden,  attained  the  years  of 
manhood,  he  married  Mary  Ann  Firth  in  the  year  1835, 
and  the  writer,  their  first  child,  was  born  on  the  25th  of 
February,  1837,  and  christened  William  Firth  Cowden. 

Early  in  the  spring  of  1844,  my  fother  and  family  moved 
to  the  States,  landing  in  the  port  of  New  York,  with  the 
intention  of  settling  in  the  State  of  Ohio;  whither  many  of 
our  Clan  had  preceded  us  direct  from  the  Caledonian  Isle. 
But  finding  actjuaintances  in  Johnstown,  Penna.,  our  flimily 
resided  thereuntil  the  year  1859,  removing  from  there  to  the 
City  of  Cumberland,  Md.,  ere  the  civil  strife  arrayed  one 
.section  of  the  country  against  the  other.  It  fell  to  my  lot, 
to  pass  through  Harper's  Ferry,  on  the  ever  memorable 
night  of  October  i6th,  1S59,  while  the  force  led  by  John 
Brown  was   in   the  act  of  raiding   the  town.     Beint,'  on  the 
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Maryland  side  of  the  river,  our  boat  passed  on  down  the  canal 
umolested;  when  nearing  Point  of  Rocks,  1  saw  a  special 
train  east  boimd,  bearing  Genl.  Robert  E.  Lee,  and  a  large 
number  of  United  States  marines,  to  the  scene  of  the  con- 
flict, which  was  soon  ended  by  the  capture  of  John  Ikown 
of  Ossawatomie. 

And  still,  as  if  fate  had  predetermined  my  ])ath,  I  hap- 
pened to  be  in  the  City  of  Alexandria,  Virginia,  the  day 
the  first  Confederate  flag  was  hoisted,  waving  its  folds  over 
the  Jackson  House.  This  was  the  same  banner  that  Col. 
Elmer  Ellsworth  lost  his  life  in  taking  down  May,  i86i- 

Leaving  the  City  of  Alexandria  on  my  return  to  Harper's 
Ferry,  I  found  it  in  the  possession  of  the  Virginia  militia. 
After  being  detained  three  days,  as  nothing  was  i)ermitted 
to  pass  or  repass,  excepting*  passengers  and-  United  States 
Mails,  via  line  of  the  Baltimore  and  Ohio  Railroad.  During 
my  stay  at  the  Ferry,  I  was  always  at  the  railway  station  on 
the  arrival  of  the  express  trains,  to  gain  all  information  pos- 
sible; and  while  listening  to  all  that  passed,  I  found  the 
engineers,  conductors,  and  train  hands,  were  all  rabid  seces- 
sionists as  any  of  the  southern  soldiers,  at  least  one  Avould 
have  been  led  to  believe  so,  from  the  way  they  conversed 
on  the  subject  as  they  changed  the  baggage  and  mails. 

After  leaving  the  Ferry,  I  soon  found  out  that  those  train 
men  changed  politics  as  often  as  they  changed  stations,  and 
that  those  fellows  could  champion  northern  sentiments  or 
southern  enthusiasm,  in  fact  anything  to  suit  the  times.  No 
doubt  policy  demanded  them  to  change  opinions  in  a  double 
quick;  and  every  body  knows  that  railway  men  are  apt 
scholars,  with  them  business  is  business  while  they  are  on 
the  road. 

After  spending  three  days  among  the  southern  chevaliers, 
I  was  permitted  to  return  to  Cumberland,  where  myself  and 
a  number  of  others  were  called  u])on  by  Genl.  Lewis  Wallace, 
who  was  then  the  Commander  of  the  nth  Indiana  regiment, 
then  stationed  at  Cumberland,  who  needed  transportation  for 
his  commissary  and  camp  goods.      After  making  several  trips 
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to  Hoix'wcll,  or  I\h)unt  Dallas  as  it  is  now  called,  always 
returniiii?  well  laden  with  pork,  beans,  and  hard  tack,  we 
were  ordered  to  join  (ieneral  Patterson's  corps.  Leaving 
Cumberland  byway  of  the  National  Pike,  we  passed  through 
Hancock  and  arrived  at  Clearspring  the  third  evening,  where 
it  was  raining  very  hard.  The  citizens  immediately  oldened 
their  church  doors,  and  every  available  room,  to  give  all 
shelter,  and  furnished  the  entire  regiment  with  breakfiist  ere 
we  left;  that  next  morning,  many  of  the  soldiers  declared 
they  had  never  sat  down  to  so  elegant  a  repast  in  all  their 
days. 

Thence  we  journeyed  on  to  Williamsport,  crossing  the 
Potomac;  thence  to  Martinsburg,  Va.,  where  the  railway 
was  a  scene  o'\  desolation;  lifty-six  locomotives  were  backed 
in  line  on  the  tracks,  and  covered  with  wood  and  oil.  and 
then  fired,  enveloping  all  in  destruction. 

From  there  we  marchetl  to  Charlestown,  seven  miles  south 
of  Harper's  Ferry,  where  Cienl.  Patterson's  Division,  num- 
bering full  forty  thousand  were  encamjied,  on  July  21st, 
1861,  the  day  the  second  battle  of  Bull  Run  was  fought. 
In  the  camp  of  the  nth  Indiana,  near  by  where  I  happened 
to  be  standing,  two  soldiers  were  reclining  on  the  grass, 
when  suddenly  they  jumped  to  their  feet,  saying  that  a  battle 
was  raging  somewhere  on  the  line  of  the  Potomac.  They 
had  heard  the  boom  of  the  cannon  underground.  It  was 
soon  made  known  throughout  the  entire  command,  and  in 
about  two  hours  after,  two  telegrams  receivetl  at  headijuarters 
verifieil  their  statement. 

In  a  few  days,  all  the  hired  teams  were  i>aid  off  and 
ordered  home.  Three  months  afterwards  it  was  my  lot  to 
view  the  scene  of  the  battle  of  Ball's  Bluff,  October  21st, 
1861.  Then  again  in  the  si>ring  of  1862,  myself,  and  a 
number  of  others,  were  called  upon  by  Col.  d.  K.  Porter, 
to  assist  in  manning  a  fleet  of  thirty-three  canal  boats;  the 
entire  crews  of  which  consisted  of  one  hundred  anil  one 
men.  The  teams  consisted  of  one  hundred  and  one  mules. 
Wc  left   the   port  of  Cumberland  on   the   13th  day  of  Feb- 
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ruary,  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening,  with  orders  to  report 
at  the  commissary  heach|uarters,  on  the  Maryland  side  of 
the  river  at  Harjjer's  Ferry.  The  bridges  on  the  line  of 
the  river  having  previously  been  destroyed  by  the  contend- 
ing armies.  On  arriving  at  the  Ferry,  we  were  ordered  to 
Point  of  Rocks,  where  the  boats  were  laden  with  cargoes  of 
commissary  stores,  to  be  delivered  on  the  Virginia  shore, 
two  miles  west  of  Harper's  Ferry.  During  my  stay  at  the 
Ferry,  I  assisted  in  fastening  the  first  pontoon  boat  to  the 
Maryland  side  of  the  Potomac;  after  the  pontoon  bridge 
was  constructed  to  the  Virginia  shore,  Genl.  McClellan  and 
Genl.  Panks  crossed  over  and  carefully  examining  the  work, 
after  which  the  entire  army,  in  command  of  Genl.  Banks, 
numbering  four  and  forty  thousand  men,  and  as  many  as 
ten  thousand  horses  and  n'rtiles,  used  in  train  wagons  and  as 
cavalry,  crossed  in  jjcrfect  safety. 

No  accident  occurred  during  my  stay  at  the  Ferry,  save 
one,  a  team  belonging  to  one  of  the  canal  boats  fell  from 
the  towpath  into  the  canal,  and  Genl.  McClellan  i)assing  at 
the  moment  waded  into  the  water,  cutting  the  lines,  saved 
the  team  in  a  most  dexterous  manner. 

The  division  of  the  army  of  the  Potomac,  commanded  by 
Genl.  Banks,  were  as  fine  looking,  and  as  well  equipped 
body  of  troops  as  any  portion  of  the  army  as  I  saw  during 
the  entire  war.  But  long  ere  the  summer's  sun  had  reached 
its  full  strength,  what  I  had  supposed  to  be  the  flowed"  of  the 
army  of  the  Potomac,  was  scattered  in  remnants  for  full  one 
hmidred  miles  along  the  line  of  the  river,  recrossing  it  at 
every  ford. 

On  the  return  of  the  northern  troops  across  the  Potomac, 
it  fell  to  my  lot  to  view  the  skirmish  at  Falling  Waters,  when 
they  undertook  to  repossess  themselves  of  the  Valley  of  Vir- 
ginia. 

I  was  again  at  Harper's  Ferry,  September  15th,  1862,  and 
left  there  one  hour  previous  to  the  surrender  of  Genl.  Miles 
to  the  Confederates,  only  to  be  placed  in  a  position  near  by, 
while  the  battle  of  Antietam  was  fought. 
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The  next  year  I  was  engaged  in  transporting  commissary 
stores  to  the  south-west  wing  of  the  army  during  the  battle  of 
Gettysburg,  July  2nd,  1S63.  I  was  in  the  City  of  Cumber- 
land the  night  Genl.  McNeil's  cavalry  captured  Genls. 
Crooks  and  Kelly,  and  finally,  was  in  the  City  of  Washing- 
ton on  the  night  of  the  assassination  of  President  Lincoln, 
and  received  a  pass  the  second  day  after,  permitting  me  to 
leave  the  city.  I  was  again  in  Washington  about  one  w^eek 
afterward,  while  the  President's  remains  lay  in  State  in  the 
White  House,  where  I  viewed  the  medley  host  that  wended 
their  way  into  its  portals,  to  take  a  last  look  on  their  Chief 
Magistrate;  from  which  scene  I  formed  the  poem,  called  the 
Dirge  on  Lincoln. 

I  ani  quite  well  acquainted  wMth  one  of  the  engineers  that 
took  part  in  wrecking,  and  sinking  the  IT.  S.  Vessel  Mer- 
rimac  at  the  Norfolk  Navy  Yard;  and  have  had  many  a 
pleasant  conversation  with  the  engineer  who  refitted  the 
Merrimac,  and  who  held  the  throttle  of  her  engine  the  day 
[March  8th,  1862,]  when  she  sank  the  Congress  and  Cum- 
berland in  Hampton  Roads. 

I  was  captured  once  by  a  part  of  Colonel  Mosby's  guer- 
rillas, and  would  possibly  have  made  my  exit  out  of  the  world 
had  not  Lieutenant  William  Walker  who  was  in  command, 
courteously  interfered  and  saved  my  life. 

The  first  place  I  heard  the  celebrated  tune,  "Dixie," 
played  gin  a  piano  in  exquisite  perfection,  was  in  a  mansion 
which  stood  facing  the  LT.  S.  Ca])itol.  The  first  sound  of 
"My  Maryland"  broke  upon  my  cars  as  I  rambled  the 
streets  of  ye  ancient  City  of  Frederick  one  fine  summer 
evening,  whose  melodious  numbers  seemed  to  dance  exult- 
ingly  in  the  twilight,  played  by  artistic  fingers,  whose  soul 
inspired,  little  thought  listening  ears  stood  s]iell-bound, 
while  fascinating  numbers  floated  around  them. 

What  a  panorama  to  view  in  a  lifetime,  the  realities  few 
tan  properly  contemplate.  Even  while  I  write,  I  have  sharp- 
ened my  pencil  with  a  razor  presented  to  me,  at  the  age  of 
fifteen,  bv  a  native  of  La  Belle  France,  who  was  at  the  time 


INTRODUCTION.  XIU 

following  the  occupation  of  vine-dressing  and  landscape  gar- 
dening near  the  City  of  Pittsburg,  Penna.;  and  whtle  in  con- 
versation, his  thoughts  ran  back  to  his  earlier  years,  then  he 
told  me,  that  he  had  been  a  soldier  in  Napoleon  Bonaparte's 
army,  and  was  on  the  field  of  Waterloo  the  day  of  the  defeat 
of  the  Hero  of  an  Hundred  Battles;  at  the  time  he  was  but 
two  and  twenty  years  of  age.  I  asked  how  he  came  to 
escape  destruction  in  so  terrible  an  engagement?  He  said, 
the  officers,  seeing  the  day  was  lost,  refused  to  sacrifice  the 
regiment  he  belonged  to,  as  they  were  all  youths.  But 
before  he  was  done  telling  me  the  story  of  that  memorable 
day,  he  became  so  excited  that  leaping  to  his  feet,  he  shouted 
three  times  ''Vive  la  Napoleon!  Vive  la  Napoleon!  Vive  la 
Napoleon  !"  There  and  then,  on  the  banks  of  the  Alleghany 
River,  I  heard  the  same  voice  that  had  articulated  "Vive 
la  Napoleon,"  on  the  field  of  Waterloo  re-echo  it  again  on 
the  continent  of  America.     Truth  is  stranger  than  fiction. 
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ORIGIN  AND  USE    OH  POETRY. 

THE  most  comprehensive  definition  of  poetry  is,  that  it 
is  the  language  of  passion,  or  of  an  enlivened  imagina- 
tion, generally  formed  into  regular  numbers.  The 
Historian  and  Philosopher  address  themselves  for  most  part 
to  the  understanding,  their  object  is  to  inform,  persuade  and 
instruct.  The  Orator's  purpose  is  to  agitate,  excite  and  to 
delight ;  by  making  an  impression  on  the  minds  of  the 
listeners,  and  thus  command  the  sympathies  of  the  heart. 

The  Poet's  aim  is  to  please,  and  to  move  by  figures  of 
speech,  by  highly  colored  expressions,  and  transalpme  flights 
of  fimcy.  'ihe  true  Poet  knows  well,  that  even  the  un- 
tutored mind  understands  events  ])ortrayed  in  jjoetry  much 
more  readily,  and  remember  it  better,  than  if  described  in 
prose ;  thus  showing  that  our  finer  natures  are  born  within 
us,  rather  than  derived  from  education. 

Oral  legends  delineated,  in  poetry,  in  its  crude  and  origi- 
nal form,  have  been  handed  down  from  time  immemorial, 
passing  from  one  generation  to  another;  until  finally  they 
have  been  transcribed  from  verbal  sayings  to  manuscripts, 
thence  into  book  form,  as  in  the  case  of  Ossian  and  others. 
Poetry  cannot  be  called  nor  classed  as  fiction,  for  the  ground- 
work of  our  greatest  and  most  wonderful  poems  are  founded 
upon  facts,  as  many  of  the  ancient  lyrics  have  transmitted 
to  us  ;  much  of  which  is  acknowledged  marvels  in  literature 
by  the  learned  men  of  our  day. 

Modern  travelers  are  astonished  to  see  the  different  scenes, 
as  described  by  the  pen  of  Homer  three  thousand  years  ago, 
still  existing  in  the  same  unvaried  form  ;  and  the  sailor,  who 
guides  his  vessel  along  the  .f^^gean,  sees  all  the  promontories 
and  rocks  which  appeared  to  Nestor  and  Menelaus,  when  they 
returned  victorious  from  the  Trojan  war.      Scenes,  described 
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by  many  of  the  ancient  Poets,  present  themselves  in  such 
picturesque  and  varying  forms,  as  to  fascinate  the  intelligent 
reader,  as  no  works  written  in  prose  have  done,  or  ever  can 
do. 

The  Poet's  mind  is  9»ipposed  to  be  inspired,  or  animated 
by  some  interesting  object,  which  communicates  to  his  style 
a  peculiar  elevation,  suited  to  the  ideas  he  desires  to  express; 
very  different  from  that  mode  of  expression  which  is  natural 
to  the  mind,  in  its  calm  and  tranquil  moments,  although  the 
truth  is,  verse  and  prose  on  some  occasions  run  into  one 
another,  glimmering  with  sunbeams  and  shadows. 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  define,  or  to  determine,  where 
eloquence  ends  and  poetry  begins  ;  nor  is  there  any  need 
for  being  very  precise  as  to  the  boundary  line.  The  most 
gifted  Orators,  frequently  styled  silver-tongued,  know  the 
effect  of  mellifluent  numbers  on  the  ear,  whose  exhilarating 
resonance  inspires  the  listeners  with  joyous  emotion.  Or  the 
solemn,  grave  and  sympathetic  tones,  that  touch  the  inner- 
most chords  that  ofttimes  starteth  the  tear-drop,  while  the 
bosom  heaves  a  sigh. 

It  is  a  very  great  error  to  imagine,  that  poetry  or  music 
are  arts,  which  only  belong  to  the  more  refined  and  highly 
polished  nations.  The  little  child,  long  ere  it  lisps  a  word, 
expresses  its  pleasure  when  mirth  and  merry-making  amuse- 
ments surround  it,  and  becomes  discouraged  and  depressed 
when  cheerless  words  are  spoken. 

Poetry  and  music  have  their  foundations  in  nature,  the 
far-stretched  landscape  appears  to  the  observant  eye  a  petri- 
fied poem,  beyond  the  reach  of  words  to  express  ;  language 
fails  when  it  attempts  to  describe  the  prehistoric  scales  by 
which  we  are  surrounded. 

Man  being  an  imitative  creature,  mimicked  nature  from 
the  beginning.  Adam  and  Eve  seen  the  forest  trees  adorned 
with  scolloped  leaves;  it  was  (piite  natural  that  they  con- 
cealed their  nakedness,  by  making  themselves  aprons,  or 
placing  broad  palms  over  their  persons,  to  lessen  the  scorch- 
ing rays  of  the  sun  in  an  oriental  clime. 
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Do  not  our  youths  of  both  sexes  love  to  display  bouquets, 
when  promenading  at  the  present  day.  No  doubt  Mother 
Eve  wreathed  rose-buds  in  her  flowing  curls.  If  our  first 
parents  did  those  things,  did  they  not  mimic  the  song  of 
the^lark,  and  the  nightingale,  or  form  Eolian  harps,  whose 
strings  were  fanned  by  roving  zephyrs,  in  fair  Eden's  bowers. 

Poetry  as  an  art,  stands  first  and  foremost  of  all,  so  far  as 
science  can  trace  art ;  though  like  other  arts  founded  by 
nature,  it  has  been  improved  and  cultured,  and  under  favor- 
able circumstances  carried  to  a  greater  degree  of  perfection 
in  some  climates  than  in  others. 

In  order  to  explore  the  rise  of  poetry,  we  must  betake  our- 
selves to  the  deserts  and  wilds  ;  back  to  the  age  of  the 
hunters  and  shepherds  ;  to  the  highest  antiquity,  and  to  the 
simplest  forms  of  speech,  and  articulation  known  to  mankind. 

Anticjuity  itself  affirms  that  poetry  is  much  older  than 
prose  ;  not  that  we  are  ever  to  suppose  that  man  conversed 
in  poetical  numbers,  but  no  doubt  the  first  sounds  impressed 
on  the  babe's  mind  by  its  mother,  or  nurse,  in  ages  bygone, 
was  in  the  similitude  of  hush-a-by-baby  in  the  tree  top  of 
the  present  day. 

No  doubt  some  of  our  remote  ancestors  were  cradled  in  the 
branching  boughs,  and  the  idea  still  remains  impressed  on 
the  mind  of  the  human  family ;  imbedded  firmly  in  the 
cranium,  even  when  surrounded  by  all  the  comforts,  luxuries 
and  enjoyments  of  civilized  life. 

Why  should  not  the  untutored  mind  imitate  nature,  and 
much  more  so  than  the  highly  cultivated  intellect  of  to-day? 
Why,  because  it  had  less  to  trouble  over,  and  more  time  for 
enjoyment ;  more  leisure  and  more  time  to  meditate.  Man's 
instincts  are  much  more  fine  and  vivid  in  the  savage  state, 
than  in  refined  and  highly  cultured  society.  Civilization's 
surroundings  destroy  the  instincts  in  animals  to  a  very  great 
extent  ;  the  same  elements  tend  to  depress  many  of  the 
original  impulses  in  man. 

We  learn  from  the  particular  and  concurring  accounts  of 
the  early  travelers  on  the  continent  of  America,  that  among 
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which  treasures  of  thought  will  flow,  and  like  waters  bursting 
the  levees,  find  other  outlets. 

Description  will  always  be  the  test  of  imagination,  and 
will  always  be  clescri])tive  of  the  writer.  The  true  poet  will 
always  make  us  imagine  that  we  see  the  picture  he  is  describ- 
ing, giving  distinguishing  features,  portraying  life,  and 
realities,  in  glowing  colors  ;  placing  it  in  such  a  light  that  a 
painter  might  copy  readily  after  him. 

All  readers,  familiar  with  poetry,  know  that  English  heroic, 
or  five  Iambic  feet  to  the  measure,  is  much  more  laborious  to 
read,  than  ballad  or  Anapestic  measure  ;  the  reason  is,  that 
five  Iambics  continuous,  is  really  unmusical.  The  tongue 
and  the  ear  act  in  harmony  with  each  other  ;  smoothness  is 
necessary  in  all  writing,  thus  obviating  discord  in  reading  or 
in  recitation.  The  true  poet  depends  on  the  action  of  those 
two  members,  for  the  proper  construction  of  his  sentences. 

This  shows  that  there  is  something  in  the  return  of  familiar 
sounds,  i)roperly  spaced,  that  carry  both  elegance  and  har- 
monious sweetness,  which  is  grateful  to  the  ears  of  mankind. 
This,  to  a  certain  extent,  is  the  reason  why  rhyming  words 
are  used  by  Poets,  in  the  construction  and  finishing  of  verse, 
although  all  languages  do  not  permit  of  it. 

The  poetry  of  a  nation  records  its  history  in  a  form  which 
frequently  defies  the  march  of  time,  much  more  surely  than 
any  literature  ever  penned  in  prose;  and  he,  who  reads  the 
poems  of  antiquity,  intelligently  apprehends  the  spirit  of  the 
times  in  which  they  were  composed,  much  more  readily,  and 
to  a  greater  extent,  than  in  any  parallel  passages  in  prose, 
written  by  contemporary  authors,  which  only  give  the  reader 
results. 

True  poetry  abounds  with  expressions  of  national  spirit, 
which  faithfully  delineates  events,  picturing  scenes,  and 
places  before  the  reader's  mind,  panoramas  or  cycloramas, 
which  seems  to  inspire,  while  it  aims  to  inform.  As  it 
chronicles 'truthfully  the  many  stages,  and  actors,  that  mark 
each  succeedmg  era,  disclosing  their  ever  changing  features, 
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on  and  on  through  succeeding  centuries,  that  are   eternally 
rolling  back  into  the  unfathomed  abyss  of  time. 

Poetry  is  the  chosen  repository  of  thought,  that  depicts  the 
aspirations  of  mighty  intellects,  as  they  move  on  the  terres- 
trial stage.  Bards  have  caught  and  fixed  the  images  on  their 
magic  lyres,  whose  resonance  rings  throughout  the  world 
long  after  the  fingers  that  touched  the  harp- strings  have 
crumbled  into  dust. 

So  long  as  the  inspired  writings  exist,  just  so  long  poetry 
must  continue  to  fill  a  place  in  the  world's  literature.  It 
alone  is  the  true  polisher  of  language,  expressing  ideas  in 
flowering  words  and  mellifluous  measures  ;  beautifying  and 
ennobling  oratory,  giving  more  copious  vocabulaire,  deft 
and  ready,  epigrammatic,  humorous  and  pathetic,  suiting  the 
occasion,  animating  the  audience.  Poetry  when  properly 
read,  cultivates  the  voice,  refining  the  ear,  and  adding 
volumes  of  treasured  jewels  and  gems,  that  well  adorn  the 
republic  of  letters  ;  imbuing  the  readers,  or  the  listeners, 
with  feelings  never  prompted  by  the  most  eloquent  ])rose. 

W.  F.  C. 


P  O  EC  VI  S  . 


ONWARD. 

The  dawn  unfuiied  its  trappings  red: 
As  up  the  hill  of  Science  sped, 
A  boy  who  wore  from  cot  unnamed, 
A  gem  inscribed  with  motto  famed. 
The  hieroglyphic — Onward. 

His  brow  was  clear,  his  eagle  eye 
Saw  fame's  minarets  piercing  sky. 

His  step  was  firm,  his  heart  was  young; 

One  word  lay  silent  on  his  tongue, 
Which  well  concealed — Onward. 

Around  him  s])read  the  level  land, 
With  cheerful  homes  on  every  hand; 

Good  people  gazed  in  queer  dismay; 

To  see  an  humble  youtn  display. 

The  charm  inspiring — Onward. 

A  maiden  looking  heavenward. 
Saw  nothing  could  his  pace  retard — 
Cried  onward  in  a  witching  voice, 
The  echo  did  his  heart  rejoice, 
Reverberating — Onward. 


OXIVAKD. 

He  crossed  the  landscaj^es,  high  and  low; 

He  drank  of  learning's  purest  flow; 
He  compassed  Science,  cloud-veiled  mount; 
He  saw  Minerva  guard  the  fount. 

Whose  stream  rolls  ever — Onward. 

He  launched  his  bark  on  sea  of  life, 
Whose  billows  bring  to  all  men  strife; 

Upon  its  waves  new  hopes  were  born; 

He  scanned  the  swelling  surge  with  scorn, 
As  he  sped  surely — Onward. 

Tho'  troubled  oft  and  weary  Avorn; 

When  tempest  hurled,  about  him  storm, 
He  saw  that  beacons  on  life's  sea, 
Should  brighter  burn  where  headlands  be, 
To  guide  the  youthful — Onward. 

When  age  towards  life's  noon  did  march; 

Yon  sun,  keystone  of  heaven's  arch. 
Saw  him  o'erturn  the  savants'  ranks; 
Back,  back  receded  far  their  flanks. 

Naught  stayed  the  checkless — Onward. 

When  years  rolled  u])  a  flood  of  time. 
Fame's  turrets  showed  a  jeweled  line, 

i'hat  radiance  shed  from  topmost  height; 

There  written  was  his  symbol  bright. 
Like  loadstar  beamed — Onward. 

Sui)porting  emblem  were  new  arts, 
Which  flashed  forth  transjnirent  darts. 

Lo  !   there  on  vellum  circling  thrice, 

A  girlish  name  entwined  device. 

Where  laurels  wreathed — Onward. 


When  three  and  thirty  years  ])asse{l  by,  , 
Beside  him  youth  and  age  espy, 

The  nymph  who  gaily  cheered  at  morn; 

Evening  rays  did  each  adorn. 
'Twas  typical  of — Onward. 

Ah  !   glory  rapt  their  silver  hair, 
Life's  sunset  gathered  lustre  there. 

Such  forms  would  grace  an  artist  scene; 

The  sight  would  crown  a  ]joet's  dream, 
The  twain  were  looking — Onward. 

As  rotmd  them  fell  the  twilight  grey; 

In  facia  shining  halos  play; 
In  that  refulgence  all  could   read. 
Their  brightest  hope  was  still  ahead, 
Where  dawns  another — Onward. 


THE  RIVER   OE  SWANS. 

With  fond  recollection, 

In  times  of  dejection, 

Methinks  with  affection 
On  thee;  Oh!   river  of  Swans. 

Whose  waters  so  mild  would. 

In  days  of  my  childhood. 

Course  through  the  green  wildwood. 
Where,  browsed  light  footed  fawns. 

Often  when  pondering, 

Wherever  wandering, 

My  thoughts  go  sauntering, 
Back  to  the  river  of  Swans. 

Then  witching  phantasies, 

Transport  me  ecstacies, 

Laden  with  euphonies, 
Gladdening  thy  wintlings  and  lawns. 

Where  sunbeams  victorious. 

Glittering  glorious, 

Gild  waters  before  us, 
From  mountain  rivulets  drawn. 

Nature's  magnificence. 

Vast  in  munificence. 

Speaks  with  grandiloi)uence; 
Thy  waves  move  listlessly  on. 

Forests  luxuriant. 
Sloping  so  elegant, 
All  their  inhabitants 
Bathe  in  the  river  of  Swans. 
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Chariots,  iron  wheeled, 
Carry  hot  caldrons,  steeled; 

•    Crossing  the  chasm  and  field; 

Drink,  and  drive  furiously  on. 

On  west  winds  weirdly  borne, 

From  vales  of  ribboned  corn. 

Comes  sound  of  boatmen's  horn; 
The  barge  moves  leisurely  on. 

Highlands  articulate. 

Echoes  reverberate. 

Enchantments  captivate 
Tourists  when  Aurora  dawns. 

Sails,  snow  white  expanding, 
Rudder,  leeward  standing. 
Waves  roll  up  the  landing. 

The  ship  glides  speedly  on. 
Cygnets  robed  in  white, 
Cerulean  flow  bedight. 
They  pinions  si)read  for  flight, 

When  spring  time  decks  thy  lawn. 

Thy  columns,  minarets, 
Bastions  and  ]jarapets. 
Arches  and  bridges  beget 

.Vonders  where  abysses  yawn. 
Battle  fields  intervene. 
Knights  tilt  on  level's  green, 
Victor  crowns  beauty  (piecn 

With  flowers  that  blf)om  on  thy  lawn. 

I  have  list  to  bells  chime  o'er. 
Many  a  lovable  shore. 
But  not  one  of  them  bore 
Landscapes  so  exquisitely  drawn. 


THE   KTVER    OF  SWAA'S. 

All  is  symmetrical; 
All  is  reciprocal; 
All  is  poetical; 
When  summer,  beautify  lawns. 

Nothing  to  mutiny, 
All  things  in  unity. 
Each  beyond  scrutiny. 

Dwell  by  the  river  of  Swans. 
Whose  waters  advancing, 
By  margins  romancing. 
Where  beauty  entrancing, 

Down  to  the  ocean  roll  on. 

Thy  heaven  born  crystals, 
Seem  ever  to  jingle. 
With  a  musical  tingle. 

Over  thy  beautiful  lawns. 
Euphrates,  Rubicon, 
Ganges,  nor  Amazon, 
Hath  such  legends  upon, 

As  thee;   famed  river  of  Swans. 


LAUGHTER. 

Laughter  is  the  best  physician. 

Earth  has  for  long  ages  known, 
Nev'er  use  it  in  derision, 

It  may  place  in  hearts  of  stone, 
"lis  the  world's  most  gay  companion, 

Drives  away  gloom  and  sadness. 
Bringeth  joy  to  cot  and  mansion, 

Spreads  around  the  balm  of  gladness. 

Health  accompanies  treatment  simple, 

Applicable  to  all  ages. 
To  youth's  visage  gives  the  dimple, 

Brightens  brow  of  sire  and  sage. 
Invalids  go  and  consult  him. 

He  will  all  thy  burdens  lighten; 
Lay  smiles  on  brow,  on  cheek  and  chin, 

And  will  Old  Time's  father  frighten. 

Come  and  brighten  face  with  laughter, 

'Twill  rival  drugs,  mixed  in  wine; 
Let  mirth  ring  amid  the  rafters, 

Joys  renew  at  evening  time. 
Defy  approach  of  Time,  my  boy. 

Open  air  and  ringing  cheers, 
Gives  good  health  a  wealth  of  joy. 

Lengthens  life  out  many  years. 


THE  LITTLE  BIRD  SINGING. 

Now  in  arbor  a  little  bird  singing, 

Never  knowing  I  listening  can  be; 
Sweet  his  caroling  measure  a  ringing, 

Which  comes  tenderly  iloating  to  me. 

Oh!    his  winsomest  chirrups  a  slinging, 
Over  meadows  hies  rajiture's  thrill; 

Where  the  roses  and  daisies  are  flinging, 
Fragrant  perfumes  the  ether  to  fill. 

From  the  warblings  about  me  that's  swinging, 

Rises  magical  echoes  of  love; 
For  the  musical  twitters  are  springing. 

Into  depths  of  azure  above: 

Thoughts  of  youth  and  its  joyous  hours  bringing. 
When  rare  symphonies  rang  in  the  blue; 

Then  the  morning  of  life  was  a  winging. 
To  me  cadences,  pleasing  and  new. 

Time  its  minutes  is  ever  a  stringing. 
While  the  birdlings  sing  gaily  at  morn; 

To  the  sunset  is  ever  a  clinging. 
Purple  and  gold  its  path  to  adorn. 


THE   CHILD'S  PRAYER. 

When  sunbeams  fade  around  me, 

So  beautiful  to  see, 
And  twilight  shadows  bound  me. 

That  darkens  all  the  lea. 

In  vaulted  skies  above, 

I  watched  the  glittering  star; 

I  pray  then  God  may  love  me, 
He  bides  in  heavens  far. 

A  prayer  my  mother  taught  me, 

I  oft  repeat  at  night; 
Where  mellow  moonbeams  sought  me. 

With  smiling  gleams  of  light. 

I  ask  that  God  may  guide  me, 
As  stars  thro'  space  are  led; 

I  ask  him  to  provide  me, 

From  day  to  day  with  bread. 

I  pray  that  he  may  bless  me. 

His  bidding  for  to  keep; 
With  love  to  all  impress  me, 

And  guard  me  while  I  sleep. 

I  pray  that  God  may  wake  me 
When  morning  breaks  again; 

And  when  I  die  may  take  me. 
And  then  I  say.  Amen. 
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AN  ALLEGORY. 

This  allegory  was  delivered  by  Crittenden,   o(   Kentucky,    before 
a  Jury  in  Court  in  the  language  of  prose. 

The  Creator  called  his  couneil, 
When  He  conceived  the  creation  of  man  ; 
Justice,  Truth,  and  Mercy,  ministers  three. 
Which  His  cabinet  tills; 
And  thus  the  discussion  began. 
That  in  a  twinkling  settled  must  be. 
He,  stern  Justice,  thus  addressed — 
Shall  we  make  in  our  image  man? 
Justice  said.  Oh  God!   make  him  not; 
Thy  laws  he  will  ever  depress 
And  trample  them  down  without  fear. 
Truth  also  said — Never  make  man, 
He  will  pollute  every  sanctified  spot. 
And  all  over  the  world  go  seeking  redress. 
But  Mercy  down  on  her  knees  dropping  low. 
Her  upturned  eyes  dimmed  with  tears, 
Said,  Oh  !   Creator  o{  all.  create  man  ! 
I  will  watch  over  him,  you  know; 
Along  the  dark  paths  in  my  care, 
Though  on  the  yawning  abyss  he  treads; 
.    Over  him  I  will  watch  everywhere. 
Then  the  Creator  formed  man, 
A  mortal  with  a  breathing  heart. 
Antl  thus  He  spake  unto  him — 
The  Child  of  Mercy  thou  art; 
She  is  thy  guardian  and  mother. 
Go  forth  and  in  traversing  the  world, 
Deal  justly  with  thy  brother. 
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CIJAja  TV. 

Charity;  charity;   trisyllable  rare, 
Ever  burning  with  beauty  celestial; 

Guarding  the  humble  and  lowly:   thy  care 
On  the  hemispheres  terrestrial. 

Charity  etymon,  wondrous  and  fair, 
Spiritual  thoughts  ever  inspiring. 

Lighting  the  darkness  and  driving  despair, 
Sadness  and  sickness  before  thee,  retiring. 

Strength  thou  instil  lest  in  sorrowful  hearts, 
Cheering  bosoms  of  the  lonely  and  weary. 

Gladness  surpassing  sunshine,  thou  imparts; 
Illumining  soul  despondent  and  dreary. 

Angelic  dispenser,  traversing  plains. 

Blessing  earth  and  its  suffering  billions; 
Within  and  without  forever  proclaims, 

Woiilfl  on  ^luicrnMl  '^f■.•l^l-><  fAcrinrn  millions. 

Placed  in  a  balance,  it  outweighs  pure  gold; 

Placed  in  a  bushel,  overruns  measure; 
Charity's  emoluments  ever  must  hold, 

For  heaven  retaineth  its  treasure. 
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THE  FIRST  SABBATH. 

When  the  Creator  first  made, 
With    his    infinite    hand, 
Phmets  above  and  below; 
On  the  seventh  He  stayed, 
For  Sabbath  the  universe  spanned. 
Far  spread  celestial  glow. 

Hallowed  hours,  repose  everywhere; 
How  resplendent  that  morn; 
Heaven,  waters,  trees  and  sod. 
F^ven  ether's  vast  realm  of  air. 

Gladly  welcomed  rest,  newly  born; 
The  work  of  a  wonderful  God. 

And  the  confines  of  space  smiled. 
Showing  his  consummate  power. 
On  the  morning  of  its  birth. 
Like  an  exulting  child. 

Forests,  thickets,  and  wild  flowers, 
All  rejoiced  on  the  earth. 

First  of  days  ennobling  time: 
Everything  seemed  its  guest. 

Omnipotence  reigned  in  the  skies; 
Halos  touched  the  mountain  line. 
Underneath  all  things  were  blest; 
Every  plain  a  paradise. 

Thus  ever  since,  in  seventh  one. 
God  says  mysteries  are  mine. 
Mankind  in  six,  comprehends 
And  feels  when  Sabbath  comes. 
Creative  power,  an  arm  divine. 
Blends  with  nature  as  a  friend. 
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SCHOOLS  IN  OLDEN-TIME. 

"Fwas  in  the  days  of  olden  times, 

Some  six  and  twenty  years  ago, 
When  husking  bees  and  spelling  glees 

Were  loved  by  all  the  girls,  you  know. 

The  village  school  by  Stony  Creek, 
Was  known  to  all  in  Johnnystown; 

'Twas  wisely   taught  and   youths  here  sought 
For  wisdom  true  that  l)rings  renown. 

One  morning  when  this  school  had  met, 
A  lad  who  loved  the  lassies  well. 

Had  stopped  to  talk,  adown  the  walk; 
His  whereabouts  no  boy  would  tell. 

The  master  smiled  when  he  came  in, 

But  not  so  gently  as  he  might; 
His  thought  within  was  very  grim, 

A  ruler  holding  very  tight. 

The  scholar  looked  somewhat  queer 

When  tutor  asked,  Where  have  you  been  ? 

(That  question's  old)  and  you  are  sold, 
He  said,  if  you  think  that  I'm  green. 

The  tutor's  patience  seemed  to  wane, 

He  looked  confused  and  wild; 
A  youthful  bear,  with  standing  hair. 

Before  him  stood  and  simply  smiled. 

His  resentment,  suppressed  before, 
Seemed  quickly,  quickly  to  give  out, 

As  legs  of  chairs  move  through  the  air. 
That  scholar  fled  amid  the  rout. 
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CONEMAUGH. 

\c  niai-L;ins  ot"  the  ConcuKni.:;h; 

That's  linked  to  the  mountains; 
Wlicrc  forests  wild  and  verdant  glades.    ■ 

Hew  leathers  fur  thy  fountains. 

Where  early  red  wakes  little  birds. 
That  sing  in  summer  mornings; 

^^'here  lightning's  glare  and  tluuuler's  ]  cil. 
Wake  lowlands  wilh  their  warnings. 

When  first  1  knew  thee.  Conemaugh. 

hi  vine  thy  myrtle  findings; 
I'or  nature  then  bore  not  a  tlaw, 

Wlien  brambles  graeed  thy  windings. 

1,0!    wondrous  aits  have  wrecked  thy  glens. 
That  once  were  deiked  with  (lowers; 

Where  warbled  blackbirds,  and  the  wrens 
\\'ho  built  their  lu'sts  in  thv  bowers. 

'I1iy  busy  mills,  Oh  1  C'onemaugh  ! 

Fling  i>'er  thee  black  defiance; 
Thy  winding  rills.  tVom  out  the  hills. 

Now  passing  views  the  science. 

Thy  nning  boys  still  play  ow  banks. 

And  joyous  shoot  white  alleys; 
Thy  laughing  girls,  with  mirthful  pranks. 

1  .oW('  lilies  of  thv  vallevs. 
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VA  L ENTINE  MORNING. 

The  doctor  slcyjt  in  his  peaceful  bed, 

When  his  ear  caught  the  telephone's  ring; 
"Mother,"  he  said,  as  he  popped  his  head. 
And  forth  to  the  floor  did  spring. 

The  bells  resounding,  weirdly  chime. 

Midnight  opens,  day  of  Valentine. 

''That  wicked  girl,"  he  said,  "  disturbs  my  dreams. 
In  the  middle  of  the  midnight  hour. 
By  the  tug  she  gives  that  bell,  it  seems 

Her  arm  has  a  wonderful  ])ower." 
Then  sjiake  a  sweet  voice,  whose  cheerful  note, 
Across  tht  ceiling  seemed  to  float : 

She  cried,  "Awake,  awake,  good  Doctor  Pill; 

Order  a  dose  for  one  old  toper." 
The  doctor  said,  "Give  three  opium  jtills, 

And  settle  for  night  the  old  joker. 
'Twill  make  him  rove  the  ends  of  time, , 
That  knows  not  day  of  Valentine." 
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WHEN  MORNING  IS  BREAKING. 

Bring  me  a  harp,  when  morning  is  breaking, 
Tinging  the  skies  with  hues,  tintings  untold, 

The  hemisphere  and  the  ocean  all  waking, 
Under  one  stream  of  glittering  gold. 

Rise  me  a  song  when  the  sunrise  is  bringing 
Balm  of  sweet  flowers  from  the  sylvan  grove; 

When  every  songster  on  branches  are  singing, 
Telling  to  mates  some  sweet  story  of  love. 

Nature  enhancing,  with  workings  sublime. 
Harmonies  mysterious,  gladdening  sky; 

Music  entrancing,  rare  melodies  chime; 
Mountains  and  valleys  and  forests  reply. 

High  in  the  vaults  of  blue  heaven  the  numbers 
Rejoice  ever,  each  morning,  through  time. 

Memnon  now  wrapt  in  ages  of  slumber, 
Still  is  surrounded  by  trios  divine. 

Think  not  alone,  we  in  ether  are  sailing; 

Far-away  planets  have  birds  and  sweet  flowers. 
Orbs  that  can  never  allow  us  a  hailing, 

Hath  musical  notes  that's  rivaling  ours. 
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THE  BIRD  LINGS  COURTSHIP. 

Blithe  was  a  iMrdling,  one  morning,  who  sang 

In  the  forest,  where  others  were  flitting; 
Joyous  and  sweet  were  the  carols  he  rang 

Out  thro'  the  branches,  where  songsters  were  sitting. 
Merrily,  merrily,  twitters  the  beautiful  bird; 
Such  an  enchanting  minne-singer  never  was  heard. 
Every  note,  loving  and  tender; 
Weirdly  crossed  wild  wood  in  splendor; 
Doubly  ringing,  echoed  together. 
Then  reverberating  clever. 
When  I  love,  I,  love  forever. 

There  was  a  pretty  bird,  perched  near  by, 
That  was  listening  to  proffers  discreetly. 
Far,  far  above  her  the  symphonies  fly. 

And  the  ecstacies  enchanted  her  completely. 
Startling  euphonies,  measured  so  clear. 
Never  before  had  encircled  her  ear. 
Every  chirrup  seemed  to  sever, 
Quaintly  telling  true  love  breaketh  never. 
Repeating  trebles  sing  all  together, 
Tenors  number  soft  and  clever. 
Where  I  love,  I  love  forever. 

Oh  !   how  demurely  she  smiled  on  that  lover's  suit; 

And  he  winged  the  air  in  that  direction. 
Bright  were  her  eyes  but  her  tongue  was  mute. 

Mated  exquisite;  hymeneal  perfection. 
They  now  together  go  building  a  nest; 
Ever  singing  their  duets  in  unison  blest. 
Harmonies  loving  and  tender; 
Weirdly  cross  wild  wood  in  splendor. 
Altos,  and  sopranos  mingle  together. 
Every  note  vibrating  clever. 
Sing  we  love,  we  love  forever. 
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THE  MAY  QUEEN. 

Dew-tip-ted  flowers,  the  sunbeam's  tinsel; 

Birds  are  winging  skies  of  May. 
Beauties  fit  for  artist's  pencil; 

Kissed  by  zephyrs  soft  to-day. 
Youthful  lips  rehearse  the  story, 

Blithely  singing  sonnets  gay, 
Naught  exelleth  Maytime's  glory. 

Rings  in  every  roundelay. 
All  the  muses  convene; 
Hearken  Alexandrine. 

Nature's  cabinet  assembling. 

Myrtles,  myrrh  and  basil,  trembling, 
Join  in  beautifying  May. 

Waterfalls  are  music  lending. 
On  their  margins  lambkins  stray; 

Cross  the  streamlets,  branches  bending. 
Shadows  cast  on  silver  spray. 
Hearken  Alexandrine, 
Chosen  you  are  May  Queen. 

Hark,  in  belfries,  bells  are  pealing. 

Silver  bells,  ring  joyous  lay. 
High  the  swells  in  ether  stealing, 

Welcome,  welcome,  welcome,  May. 
Yes  !   in  noon's  effulgent  splendor, 

Join  we  all,  garlands  green  array. 
Placing  forget-me-nots  tender. 

Side  the  daisy  sweet  of  May. 
With  lilies  tall  between, 
Crowns  fair  Alexandrine. 
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THE  BOY  FISHING. 

Tke  robins  are  chirping,  the  sunlight  is  beaming, 

On  waters  which  murmuring,  wind  through  the  vale. 

The  brightest  of  dewdrops  on  myrtles  are  gleaming; 
Balm  from  the  wild  flowers  is  scenting  the  vale. 

The  thrush  and  the  linnet,  now  warbles  their  measure, 
The  nimble  red  squirrel  runs  far  up  the  tree. 

The  rabbit  is  hiding  and  listens  at  pleasure;    . 
To  little  dog  barking  in  wildest  of  glee. 

The  boy  is  a  fishing  blue  bass  from  the  river. 
Across  yonder  cliff,  he  has  chiseled  his  name. 

Beside  him  his  bow,  and  the  well  filled  quiver — 
The  mark,  may  he  reach  on  the  temple  of  fame. 

This  youth  that's  now  often  found  robing  white  alleys, 
May  marshal  proud  armies,  his  country  to  save. 

Or  meet  with  the  savants  from  mountains  and  valleys, 
In  council  be  Nestor  among  chieftains  brave. 

He  searches  old  volumes  which  many  neglect; 

And  gathers  from  vellums  the  quaintest  of  lore; 
His  knowledge  ever  wins  him  esteem  and  respect; 

']~o  its  happy  possessor  opes  every  door. 
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LA  UNCH   THY  BAR  Q  UE. 

Launch  thy  barc^ue  ui)on  the  waters, 
Whistle  loud  and  sound  it  shrill, 

Beauties  music  loving  daughters. 
Stand  in  waiting  on  the  hill. 

When  they  know  my  wherry  sailing, 
They  are  watching  for  the  hour; 

And  my  Avhistle  is  the  hailing. 
Calling  each  from  rustic  bowers. 
Fumed  with  odor  of  the  flowers. 

Sing  me  grassy  margined  waters. 
Flowing  from  the  silver  spring, 

Where  the  steps  of  roving  daughters, 
Mark  the  banks  where  lilies  cling. 

Rosy  cheeks  and  eyes  so  merry. 
Glances  bearing  starry  gleam. 

And  lips  tinted  like  a  berry. 
Floating  in  a  snowy  cream. 
Bringing  us  enchanting  dream. 

Sing  me  of  the  laughing  waters, 
Gushing  through  the  reeds  in  May, 

Floating  world's  rejoicing  daughters, 
Carols  ringing  all  the  way. 

Sweetly  rising,  joyous  measures,     ' 
Forth  it  peals  in  winsome  swells, 

O'er  the  fountain's  crystal  treasure. 
Bearing  light  canoes  so  well, 
High  the  witching  cadence  swell. 
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Sing  me  pearly  syiarkling  waters, 

Dancing  round  the  light  canoe, 
Onward  bearing  warbling  daughters, 

Trebles  gladdens  far  the  l)lue. 
Ripples  passing  round  us  glisten; 

Chorals  chant  in  ether  rhyme, 
On  the  margins  lovers  listen, 

To  guitars  and  cymbals  chime. 

Oars  with  music  keeping  time. 

Sing  me  parting   limpid  waters, 

Playing  on  the  birchen  prow, 
Gliding  on  with  graceful  daughters. 

Curls  adorn  eachtcharming  brow. 
Love  and  beauty  ever  sailing, 

On  the  level  glassy  crest, 
When  the  sunset's  fire  is  hailing, 

Gold  and  purple  on  the  west. 

Fascination  there  is  blest. 

Sing  me  dew  distilled  waters. 

Hiding  well  the  track  and  trail, 
And  of  shores  where  singing  daughters, 

Are  all  waiting  for  a  sail. 
My  canoe  is  always  ready. 

At  the  margin  of  the  lake, 
And  she  rides  the  billows  steady, 

When  she  fairy  burdens  take; 

When  the  moonbeams  licfht  the  lake. 


THE  NYMPH'S  DEFIANCE. 

There  is  many  a  thing,  to  the  bachelors  I  wish  to  tell, 
I'm  a  lassie;   that  never  can  love  a  wild  romancing  swell, 
I'm    not   killed    with   beauty,  nor   flaunting   the   banners  of 

pride; 
I'm  fussy  and  plain,  amiable,  and  prudent  beside. 

I  can  smile  at  old  bachelors'  conceit  and  witchery. 
And    I  blink  when  young  upstarts,  and   striplings  are  wink- 
ing at  me. 
All  their  fanciful  ammunition  shall  be  wasted  in  vain, 
I    am   proof  against   sunbeams,  and  will    never  melt    in  the 
rain. 

I  can  work   in  the   laundry,  the  kitchen,  and    pump   handle 

bend, 
I  can  sew  on  the  buttons,  and  finest  of  hosiery  mend, 
I  can  knit  my  own  costumes,  braidings  and  traveling  wraps. 
Embroider   the  slippers,  the    tunics,  the  comforts,  and  caps. 

I  can  milk  the  red  cow,  and  rich  cream  in  ices  I  freeze, 

I   can  churn  out   the   butter   and   make  the   most   excellent 

cheese, 
I  have  often  times  read,  that   man's  heart  near  his  stomach 

doth  lay. 
Just  provide  him  rich  i)uddings  and    ])ies,  he  will    bless  you 

all  day. 

There   is  a  number  of  single  men   now  considering  my  fate, 
And   full   thirty   and   three    young   flunkeys   all   wishing  to 
mace. 
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And  a  full  dozen  widowers  all  laden  with  gold, 
Are  watching  and  waiting,  aunt  Euphemia's  told. 

That  wicked  phalanx,  I  will  have  it  disbanded, 

I  would  prefer  to  wed  an  emigrant,  one  just  landed; 

All  their  courteous  attentions  to  me  will  all  be  thrown  away. 

For  their  gossip  shall    tell  of  an  elderly  damsel  some   day. 

Now  gents,  let  your  urbane  civilities  cease,  ever  cease, 
One  favor  I  ask  that  is  peace,  let  me  exit  in  peace, 
I  am  sure,  oh  as  sure,  as  I  certainly,  certainly  be, 
I  will  marry  no  man,  and  no  man  shall  ever  marry  me. 

Without  blushing,  this  truth,  oh,  this  truth,  I  will  truthfully 

say. 
No  one  believes  a  word    that  a  girl   that's  just  sixteen  will 

say; 
So  gents  take  off  your  beavers,  bewilder  me  if  you  can, 
I'm  the  girl  that  has  promised  never  to  marry  a  man. 
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THE  BACHELORS   WARNING.   . 

Morning  woke,  witli  chaiins  belonging, 
Scarlet  lustres  flaunting  glory; 

Then  I  heard  a  voice  whose  longings, 
Told  a  weird  and  rueful  story. 

'Twas  a  bachelor,  a  warning, 

All  men  with  his  sonnets  doleful; 

Thus  He  sang,  upon  each  morning, 
Never  live  a  life  so  woeful. 

Once  my  heart  vras  soft  and  mellow. 
Then  my  hands  were  ever  toiling; 

Reaping  fields  with  harvest  yellow, 

Building  barns  where  grain  is  spoiling. 

Herds  are  roving  meadows  over, 
"AVhere  the  gushing  streamlets  sobbing; 

Fleecy  flocks  are  ])laying  rover, 

Lone  I  watch  with  bosom  throbbing. 

Once  so  youthful,  strong,  and  ruddy, 
Seeking  for  the  mighty  dollar; 

Waiting  let  escape  my  study. 

One  whose  love  can  help  the  scholar. 

Years  are  speaking,  and  advancing, 
Wisdom  dearly  bought  now  descends. 

Wedded  bliss,  I  see  enhancing. 

Showing  need  of  a  confiding  friend. 


THE   BACHELOR'S    WARNING. 

Sad,  dejected,  tired  waiting. 
Wildest  themes  forever  rambles, 

Through  my  brain,  always  relating. 

Memories,  sharp  as  hawthorn  brambles. 

Spring  to  me  is  dull  and  weary, 
Summer  ever  onward  wending; 

Autumn  gales  blow  wild  and  dreary, 
Hoary  locks,  with  winter's  blending. 

Round  me  now,  no  glees  are  spoken, 
Making  nature's  mirthful  cheering. 

Waiting  long  the  chords  have  broken, 
Waiting  for  a  call  endearing. 

Sighs  are  sighing,  sure  returning, 
Hopes,  forever  hid  in  sorrow, 

While  the  rays  of  July's  burning, 
Wait  T  for  some  kind  to-morrow. 

Darkly  falls  the  leafless  shadows, 

From  yon  aged  oak  that's  withering; 

Softest  winds,  across  the  meadows, 

Chill  my  sallow  veins  that's  shivering. 

Tell  me  not  of  golden  summers, 
When  my  evening  sun  is  setting. 

Melancholy's  mournful  hummers 
Truly  weaves  me,  fond  regrettings. 

May  recalls  June,  which  I  remember. 
Wherein  laughed,  love's  lighted  ember; 

Grieving  in  the  cold  December, 
Cupid's  darts  I  still  remember. 


TIFE   QCERX  OF  SHEBA'S  LAND.* 

The  ICnglish  legions  march  the  plains. 

Of  Queen  of  Sheba's  land. 
They  stalk  within  the  sacred  tanes. 

On  Cleopatra's  sand. 
Ishmael  awakes  in  might  and  main, 
Wakes  Islam;   to  avenge  their  slain. 
Thrives  Celt  and  Saxons,  armed  trains 

From  great  Mahomet's  strand. 

Hark  !    the  Saracens,  arms  atliust. 

On  Queen  of  Sheba's  land, 
Their  gleaming  lances  never  rust. 

On  Oriental  sand. 
They  call  to  mind  Mahomet's  trust; 
Tarik  Ben  Zaid,  and  Omar's  thrust, 
And  Haroun  Kl  Rischid.  the  Just. 

That  lived  in  Soudan  land. 

Hear  Hager's  fearless  sons  they  vow. 

On  Queen  of  Sheba's  land. 
As  they  before  Great  Allah,  bow. 

Low  on  the  burning  saml: 
They  rise,  for  freedom,  death,  or  woe. 
To  tling  the  lance,  or  draw  the  bow: 
Daring  Sheiks,  steeds  white  as  snow. 

Lead  the  intrepid  band. 

Ah  see.  their  chestnut  chargers  wheel 

On  (Oriental  sand; 
Ah  see,  them  charge  the  J^ritons'  steel 

That  bristle  on  their  land. 

The  Aln  ssiiiintis  claim  thru  the  Cjiiccn  of  Shcba  was  an  .Arabian. 
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See  jute,  and  angles,  columns  kneel 
To  meet  the  onset,  ere  they  reel; 
Or  the  hot  breath  of  war-horse  feel. 
That  bears  heroic  band. 

'Tis  freedom's  dawn,  effulgence  bright, 

Wakes  Sheba's  Queenly  land; 
See  !    Victoria's  panoplied  Knights 

Cannot  the  gleams  withstand. 
The  dread  simoon  her  armies  smite; 
See  !   sands  with  Britons,  all  bedight, 
Gewgaws,  and  tinsel:   mark  the  flight 

Of  Woolsey's  vain  command. 

Gordon  called,  he  called  in  vain, 

For  help  in  Soudan  land; 
El  Machi  burst  the  tyrant's  chain: 

Dispersing  England's  band. 
Drove  Stewart's  minions  back  again; 
Osman  Digma  swept  far  the  i)lain: 
Arabia's  daughters,  known  to  fame. 

Glory  won  for  their  land. 

They  came  with  spears,  whose  glimmer  shine 

On  Soudan's  level  land; 
Their  bay  steeds'  necks  were  arched  sublime. 

Pride  of  Arabian  sand. 
And  many  a  black  horse  flanked  the  line; 
Bearing  Amazonian  heroine; 
The  name  of  Allah  was  their  sign; 

Winds  their  waving  crescent  fanned. 

Dark  as  the  Shulamites,  their  cheek 

Brown  as  the  Soudan  sand; 
Shapely  figures,  demeanor  meek, 

An  Oriental  band.   ' 


THE    Ql'EEN   OF  SHEBA'S   LAA'D. 

Silvery  voices,  whose  utterances  greet 
Arabian  hills;   the  echoes  speak, 
Awakening  Nile's  topmost  creek, 
Where  rivulets  expand. 

They  all  defy  Queen  Vic's  control 

In  Sheba's  Queenly  land; 
They  will  not  tribute  yield,  nor  toil, 

To  young  upstart  England; 
Believing  in  Mahomet's  scroll, 
His  manuscripts  they  well  unroll, 
There  read,  to  heaven  goes  warlike  soul. 

Battling  for  Islam's  land. 

They  silenced  Scotia's  bagpipes'  hum 

On  Sheba's  Queenly  land; 
While  Erin  fought  'mid  clouds  of  dun, 

Which  rose  on  every  hand. 
The  wild  Arabs  took  Albion's  guns. 
Capturing  battle  flags  and  drums; 
Valiant  Ishmael,  not  deaf  nor  dumb. 

When  freedom's  blaze  is  fanned. 
To  him  the  East  did  once  succumb; 
The  falchi'on,  plume,  and  crescent  won; 
He  vows  to  drive  all  tyrants  from 

The  Queen  of  Sheba's  land. 
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EMBLEMS  MASONIC. 

We    meet    on    the    level, 

We    part    upon    the    square; 

We    every    angle    bevel, 
We    plummet    every    care. 

We    swing    our    mallets    truly. 
We    place    the    levers    true; 

We    oil    the    rolling    pulley 
We    tighten   every    screw. 

We  use  the  shining  trowel, 
To   place    the    mortar   sure; 

We  circumscribe  the  vowel; 
To    wisdom    well    secure. 

We    guide    the    plow,    and    chisel, 
The    rudder    and    the    pen; 

Our    paintings    grace    the    easel. 
Our    music    wakes    the    glen. 

We  lower  lofty  mountains, 
We    make    new    rivers    flow; 

We    built    beside    the    fountain, 
Six    thousand    years  ago. 

We    cherish    ancient    emblems, 
We    love    to    polish    each, 

Their    lustre    falls  before    men. 
And    purest    morals    teach. 

When    Light    refulgent    opened 
We    came    on    earth    to    stay. 

Our    genius    still    shall    hope   send, 
To    brighten    coming    day. 
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TO-  OHR  LODGE,    CUMBERLAND,   MARYLAND. 

Adieu,  my  dear  friends  of  the  comj^ass  and  rule; 

Adieu  to  my  Brothers  in  mystical  tie; 
Ye  enlightened  sons  of  the  ancient  high  school, 

Let  ever  your  guard  be  the  All-Seeing  Eye. 

May  liberty,  harmony,  twining  with  love, 

Ever  mantle  your  Order  in  worthy  design. 
Let  your  Lodge,  be  the  emblem  of  one,  that's  above, 

Which  is  hidden  from  view  by  a  heavenly  line. 

Build  your  Temple  of  granite,  of  cedar,  and  fir. 
On  ceilings  carve  lilies  and  wide  open  flowers; 

Let  the  myrtle  adorning,  be  dweller  with  myrrh; 
They  will  wanderer  welcome,  in  fraternal  hours. 

Sheathe  the  turrets,  with  gilding,  reflecting  the  sun, 
Which  transplendent  light  from  the  azure  imparts; 

Let  the  device  on  the  dome,  be  a  typical  one 
Of  Science,  revealing  to  tyros,  the  arts. 

Portray  on  inner  walls,  vessels  ploughing  the  main; 

And  the  beacons  and   headlands,  where  wild  billows  roll; 
Show  the  brine,  greeting  waters  from  valleys  and  ])lains, 

On   whose   margins,  stand   Peace,  Truth,  and  Virtue  with 
scrolls; 
With  harps,  trumpets,  and   timl)rels,  the  borders  enchain. 

]\Like  the  arches  expanding,  show  architect's  skill, 
Place  their  circles  on  foundations  firm  and  secure. 

Have  each  column  form  beauty  and  blazon  good  will. 
Sparkle  chalcedonys  and  hyacinths  pure. 
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Set  their  cha])iters  level,  with  plummet's  lines  law; 

(3n  each  chisel  the  Olives,  full  Ears,  and  the  Vine. 
Let  the  scjuare  of  the  craftsmen  bear  never  a  flaw; 

For  the  Master  shall  test  with  a  symbol  divine. 

Adieu  to  the  Ohr  Lodge  of  fair  Cumberland, 
May  your  pyramid  towering  long  ages  review, 

And  its  hieroglyphics  to  Masons  expand, 

A  remembrance  of  all  that  is  noble  and  true. 


32 


THE    CANOE. 

Come  and  ride  in  my  birch  canoe 
On  the  waters  still  and  deep, 

When  star-light  twinkles  on  the  blue, 
Watching  far  the  billows  sleep. 

While  from  celestial  realms  above 

Silver  rays  are  darting  low, 
Lighting  the  crystals  while  we  rove, 

Ripples  i^arting  as  we  go. 

Onward!    onward!    lakes    we're  crossing. 
Wavelets  dance  around  the  prow; 

Gently  gliding  pearls  are  tossing. 
In  the  wake  arolling  now. 

Ring  a  cadence  weird,  resembling 
Raptures  of  some  fairy  clime, 

rather  fdl  with  trios  trembling. 
Pealing  forth  a  glorious  chime. 

Slow  the  i)addles  graceful  bending 
Turn  the  light  canoe  for  land; 

All  together  onward  tending. 

Soon  we  touch  the  pel)bly  strand. 
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WATCHING   VENUS. 
December  6th,   1S82. 

Majestic  fell  the  morning's  ray 

On  valleys,  hills,  and  towering  spires; 

The  children  have  a  gala  day. 
They  talk  of  Venus  to  their  sires. 

Fair  Venus  gazed  on  worthy  dames, 
And  smiling  maidens,. .truly  sweet; 

Saw  little  cherubs,  aged  three. 

That  lisped  her  name  in  every  street. 

Some  witching  eyes  are  scanning  depths. 

Surveying  far  cerulean  sky. 
While  many  leer  at  other  sons. 

In  avenues  that's  nearer  by. 

Thro'  telescopes,  and  smoked  glass, 

The  school  boys  see  blind  Homer's  star; 

And  Savants  old,  with  mighty  lens. 
Watch  love  and  beauty  soaring  far. 

They  read  the  works  of  Sages  gone. 
Written  when  Clio's  quill  was  young, 

Which  tells,  refulgent  gleams  were  cast 

On  earth  when  light,  through  chaos  sprung. 

Then  morning  stars  and  satellites. 

Their  music  rang  throughout  the  skies. 

Echoes  returned  in  raptures  flight. 
The  verge  of  space  gave  back  replies. 
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From  centre  of  universe  limits; 

Within,  above,  below,  around; 
Where  distance  hides,  unknown  sjjheres. 

Revolving,  uttermost  bound. 

Immortal  sages  taught:  balanced  laws 
Each  planet's  centre  well  restrain; 

Celestial  space  admits  no  flaw; 

Each  orbit  guides  her  shining  train. 

Now,  jiretty  maids,  and  blithesome  boys, 
While  twinkling  stars  above  you  shine. 

Let  heaven's  rule  thy  guardian  be, 
'Twill  guide  thy  steps  in  merit's  line. 
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ONLY  A    TRAMP. 

Only  a  tramj),  only  a  tram]); 

Courtesy  fails  to  describe  it  as  human; 

Without  a  home,  rambling  alone, 

Robed  in  dust,  l)egging  a  crust, 

While  nconday's  brightness  his  pathway  illumines. 

Some  with  amaze,  wondering  gaze; 

Some  in  disgust,  look  with  distrust; 

Some  tender  hearts  kind  words  impart, 

Whose  euphonies  clear  starteth  a  tear. 

Only  a  tramp,  only  a  tramj);  • 

Pitiful  sight,  pallid  and  white; 

Woeful  the  ])light,  'tis  an  affright; 

Robed  in  dust,  begging  a  crust. 

Where  rays  of  lamps,  falling  aslant, 

On  avenues,  where  retinues 

Splendors  review,  none  interview: 

Wandering  tramp,  in  midnight  dam]). 

So  spiritless,  lowly  and  thriftless. 

Has  he  a  parent,  or  kinfolk  at  all; 

Did  he  hear  ever,  a  motherly  call; 

Open  his  history,  seek  out  the  mystery; 

Had  he  ability,  had  he  agility; 

Had  he  civility,  or  is  it  treachery, 

Cursed  with  knavery,  that's  drove  him  from  home, 

Over  the  wide  hemisphere  to  roam 

An  outcast,  in  a  world  bright  and  new. 

Where  cities  stand,  beneath  heaven  s  blue. 
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Open  the  mystery,  seek  out  his  histDjy; 

Is  he  the  offspring  of  nobility; 

Or  a  h)ne  waif,  liorn  in  obscurity, 

Or  bears  he  embryo  incongruity. 

Unveil  the  impulses  guiding  him; 

Lacks  he  strength  of  mind,  or  strength  of  lind) 

Seek  why  he  let  life  go  unimi)ro\ed  by, 

How  came  he  a  thriftless  castaway, 

Come  critic,  come  now  and  have  your  say, 

Round  the  forlorn,  and  fragile  form, 

Let  thy  criticisms  play. 


Patient  toil  will  bring  success. 
In  any  branch  of  science; 
Know  this  and  studiously  caress. 
The  hours  that  brighten  self-reliance. 
Let  hand  and  heart  with  genius  bending, 
The  trio  working  with  might  and  zeal. 
Open  arts,  whose  inventions  attending. 
Into  line  new  wonders  wheel. 


Learning  enriches  the  mind, 

In  solitude. cultivate  genius; 

The  work  of  an  artist,  like  a  pearl  lifted 

From  obscurity,  shiiieth  the  brightest 

When  brought  forth  to  light, 

From  the  innermost 

Recesses  of  seclusion. 
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NURSER  V  RHYMES. 

Daylight  came  riding  from  under  the  billow, 
Driving  the  stars  all  away  to  their  homes; 

Children  rejoicing,  were  leaping  from  ])illow, 
Brightest  of  rays  on  curling  locks  shone. 

Smiling  so  sweetly,  the  cherubs  sought  kisses; 

Laughter  was  lighting  each  sweet  sunny  face, 
Blissfully  blending  with  mother's  caresses, 

Wreathing  all  pleasure  with* angelic  grace. 

Picturing  children,  in  sylvany  bowers. 

Circled  by  happiness  seeming  divine; 
Within  and  without,  were  opening  flowers, 

Wafting  their  balm  in  the  golden  sunshine. 

Innocence  pure,  as  the  newness  of  morning, 
Gladdens  the  hours,  that  move  gloriously  on; 

Serenest  joy,  every  transport  adorning, 
Shedding  affection  and  beauty  anon. 

Who  would  not  welcome  such  moments  returning. 
When  gleams  of  love  firsi  enchanted  the  soul; 

Winning  for  taper  in  bosom  a  burning. 

Thoughts  that  will  live,  while  our  mornings   shall  roll. 

Days  ever  recall  us  youthful  emotion, 

Childhood  renewing  sweet  stories  of  cheer, 

Often  returns  with  our  evening's  devotion, 
Singing  us  sonnets  of  earliest  years. 
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AlORNING. 

Orient  portals,  with  aureates  glisten, 

Night's  robe  vanish  before  the  day; 
Shades  retreating  seem  to  listen, 

To  the  skylarks'  early  morning  lay. 
Down  the  myrtle  pearly  dews  are  wheeling, 

Wildwood  denizens,  spring  from  their  lair; 
Over  valleys  zephyrs  soft  are  stealing, 

Waftmsf  balm  of  sweet  flowrets  in  air. 


NOONDAY. 

Noon's  high  sun,  in  heaven's  centre  burning. 

Brightens  forests,  glades,  and  meadow; 
Mists,  from  mountains,  to  the  seas  returning. 

Gladden  fertile  valleys  with  their  flow. 
Meridian  splendors  now  descending, 

Reigns  on  the  terra  firma  supreme, 
'Twixt  the  hills,  the  gushing  rills  arc  lending. 

Musical  enchantments  to  the  scene. 


E  VENING. 

Twilight's  veil,  a  hemisphere  is  shading. 

Deepening,  deepening,  into  gloom  of  night; 
Stars  the  deep  blue  vaulted  skies  invading. 

Shed  upon  the  earth,  a  mellow  light; 
Over  mortals,  Morpheus  is  spreading, 

Soothing  sleep,  alleviating  care. 
Children  to  their  cots  are  treading. 

Angels  hearken  to  ascending  prayer. 
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WESTWARD. 

Eastward  tower  the  terraced  hii^dits, 
Where  once  my  footsteps  roved; 

Ah  !   childhood's  scenes  are  hid  from  sight, 
And  many  things  I  loved. 

I  ne'er  forget  the  voices  sweet, 

That  playful  winsome  throng; 
I  ne'er  forget  the  pattering  feet. 

That  rambled  paths  along. 

And  oft  recall  the  fairy  spell, 
When  glad  and  speaking  eyes; 

Whose  glances  soft  around  me  fell; 
Their  memory  in  me  lies. 

Those  days,  I  cannot  call  them  back. 

Lost  in  the  wave  of  time; 
They  hidden  are,  in  boundless  track 

Of  time's  mysterious  line. 

Though  time's  borne  off  my  earliest  years, 
Their  memories  have  not  flown; 

And  yet  I  tread,  where  flowrets  spring, 
That  hands  unseen  have  strown. 

I  cannot  hear  the  angel  wings, 
That  spread  those  beauties  there; 

E'en  where  the  buds  unopened  cling. 
No  mark  of  footprints  there. 
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GARDEN  FOE  TR  Y. 

A  cucumber  sat  on  a  garden  fence, 

Where  sunlieanis  glow,  and  soft  winds  l)low; 
And  thus  it  sang,  sweet  innocence, 

Keep  out  of  yon  kitchen,  potato. 

It  softly  sang  to  an  alder  tree, 

Watch,  watch,  watch,  for  dame  C'atherine; 
(lather  the  berries  is  her  decree, 

And  press  out  of  them  all  the  wine. 

It  sang  to  a  bean,  upon  the  corn, 
That  smiled  in  the  ribboned  shade; 

It  ([uickly  hid,  and  looked  forlorn, 
And  crept  beneath  the  widest  blade. 

It  sang  to  a  lambkin,  ])layful  and  shy, 
Run,  run  away,  or  you  may  be  caught; 

Get  within  range  of  that  maiden's  eye; 
And  she  will  have  you  dished  up  hot. 

But  Dame  Catherine  watched  that  eve, 
When  all  around  was  wra])t  in  slumber; 

And  (piickly  did  that  fence  relieve; 
Of  that  sweet  singing  Cucumber. 
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TO  ISAJU'lLLA. 

"I'is  Autumn  and  the  leaves  are  fading, 

The  wavelets  murmur  music  thrill, 
Orange,  and  crimson  tints,  are  shading 

Sylvany  groves  and  slojMng  hill. 
Sweet  Isal)ella, — you  can  never 

Exultant  be  when  summer's  gone, 
Side  by  side,  no  more  trace  we  margins, 

(Jf  the  romantic  river  of  Swans. 

No  more,  through  forest  shades  we  wander. 

Inhaling  incense  of  wild  flowers: 
Or  wrapt  in  silence  ofttimes  ])onder. 

Where  soft  winds  whisper  love  in  bowers. 
Or  resting  on  wild  ferns  and  grasses, 

That's  cari)eting  far  the  lawns; 
Or  loitermg  on  the  terraces. 

That's  overlooking  river  (jf  Swans. 

When  yovmg  May  flowers,  in  glory  blooming. 

Beautified  the  gardens  wide, 
Oft  fiincy  paints  me,  hours  of  wooing, 

In  realms  of  bliss,  where  true  love  bide. 
Rememberest  thou,  when  smiling  summer, 

Blushed  with  rosy  red  at  dawn; 
Oh  !   then  we  heard  the  warbling  hummer. 

That's  enchanting  the  river  of  Swans. 

Then  Cupid,  sighted  arrows  level. 

That  pierced  thy  true  and  loving  heart; 

You  never,  never  thought  to  rel)el. 
No,  no,  you  never  felt  the  dart. 
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Did  you  ever,  ever,  fair  Isabella, 
When  wandering  cajjtivating  lawns, 

Feel  enchantment's  fascinating  spell, 
By  the  beautiful  river  of  Swans. 

Or  did  you  e\'er  in  dreams  travel 

'Through  infatuation's  blissful  land; 
Where  the  secret  voice  of  Cupid  revels, 

In  the  realms  where  affection  fanned. 
Saw  ye  rivers  (lowing  nectar, 

llordcred  with  emerald  lawns, 
While  the  shimmering  light  of  the  stars 

15espangled  far  the  river  of  Swans. 

Did  ye  hear  songsters,  on  boughs  singing, 

To  thy  soul  some  winsome  refrq.in; 
Where  e('hoes  mimics,  weirdly  flinging. 

Notes  reverberating  again. 
Hush,  winter's  winds  are  now  approaching: 

The  warmth  withdrawn  from  vernal  lawns; 
Smile  on  this  i)age  never  reproaching; 

Him  who  sang,  by  the  river  of  Swans. 
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How  (jft  thy  glinting  ray 

(ireets  the  silvery  moon, 
And  sails  above  the  hidden  day, 

In  celestial  room. 

Thou  peerest  within  the  fairy  bowers, 
That's  wrapt  in  evening  shade. 

Where  rustic  swains,  in  twilight  hours, 
C.iressmid  wfu)' the  maids. 

Thou  scannest  the  far  outstretched  shore, 
Oft  gemmed  with  lilies  white, 

Where  dews  distill  forevermore, 
lieneath  the  veil  of  night. 

Thou  wast  the  star,  when  Homer  sung, 

Eclipsing  jewels  gay. 
Thy  brightest  rays,  from  heaven  flung. 

To  gladden  love's  pathway. 

Thy  beauteous  gleams  our  memories  wake, 

Recalling  days  of  yore; 
The  vision  follows,  and  elate 

Our  minfls  on  distant  shore. 
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y}  LETTER. 

For  you  l^on  Ami. — 'J'his  message  1  ([uaintly  have  written; — 

To  my  last  I  no  answer  received,  that's  forgiven. — 

\\\\\   1  Itope  you  slill  read,  if  yon  ne\er  indite 

An  epistle,  with  fair  blue  ink,  on  vellum  white; 

Or    thoughts    wreathe    in    rich    garlands,    which    bring    us 

delight. 
Could  I  drive  through  the  skies,  or  deep  oceans  explore, 
I  wouUl  gather  their  jewels,  and  sing  evermore. 
And  from  Nature  I'd   boirow.  green,  juirple  an<l  red. 
On  my  i)age  they  would  shine  like  the  sun,  over  head. 
I'd  make  magical  airs,  like  the  laughing  rills  ring, 
When  their  crvstals  come   tumbling  from   upperland  spring; 
C)r  like  charms  of  sweet  voices,  when  soft  numbers  sigh. 
Calling  sunshme  from  soul,  or  tear  drops  from  the  eye. 

Bon  .\mi,  1  wrote  thee  to  send  pajiers,  full  three  months  ago, 

I  received  them  all  right,  as  I  wish  you  to  know. 

'Twas  a  jdeasure  to  me,  from  Potomac's  green  banks. 

Please  accept  for  the  same,  very  kindest  of  thanks; 

And  1  ho])e  this  will  fmd  yon  all  hajipy  and  blest, 

As  the  sunset  now  lades  on  the  horizon  west; 

Tn  the  distance  the  landsi'ayjes  their  enchantments  lend; 

And  the  beautiful  scene  with  the  evening  shades  blend; 

All  around  spreads  the  meadows  and  ripe  orchard  trees, 

0\er  brambles  and  vine,  IliJats  the  zephyr's  soft  breeze. 

Now  aiross  \el\el  lawns,  whence  arise  cedar  bowers, 
To  my  window  is  wafteil  the  fragrance  of  llowers; 
And  the  day  is  no  more  on  the  region  of  sky; 
But  above  me  apjtears,  in  thai  expanse  on  high. 


A    LETTER.  45 

Starry  worlds,  soaring  far  in  ethereal  blue, 
Where  the  queen  moon  has  risen  her  track  to  pursue; 
There  Creation's  grand  planets  all  move  on  the  stage; 
To  tell  which  is  the  eldest  would  baffle  a  sage. 
When  you  scan  missive  over,  say  muses  still  rove; 
I  close  sending  to  all,  my  affectionate  love. 
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SLEIGHING  BELLS. 

Hark  to  the  bells,  the  open  bells, 

Which  l)oiinding  go,  and  sounding  throw 
From  rounding  cells, 

A  tuneful  chime;   in  ambling  rhyme. 

Symphonies  climb, 
From  silver  throats,  now  weirdly  floats. 
Melodious  notes; 

The  raptures  flow  across  the  snow, 
Like  cymbals  sweet  in  valleys  playing; 
Round  the  lads  and  lassies  sleighing. 

The  merry  bells,  the  joyous  bells. 

Their  music  sings,  on  airy  wings, 
The  mirthlul  swells, 

Sends  new  delight  to  left  and  right; 

The  fields  in  white. 
And  hills  reply,  and  upper  sky. 
As  on  they  fly. 

The  tenor  sings,  the  treble  rings; 
Like  timbrels  on  the  highlands  playing, 
Over  lads  and  lassies  sleighing. 

The  jingling  bells,  the  tingling  bells. 

The  charms  enhance  as  they  advance: 
Their  tinkle  tells. 

That  all  conspire,  to  sound  the  lyre, 

Which  all  admire. 
Round  cottage  wall,  the  music  fall, 
The  great  and  small. 

See  coursers  prance,  hear  trios  dance, 
In  frosty  air  the  echoes  playing; 
Over  Lads  and  lassies  sleighing. 
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A    TRIBUTE     TO    THE    MEMORY  OF  J.    G.    L. 

Wake  my  harp,  av/ake  thy  slumber, 

Breathe  me  sorrow's  tender  air; 
Trembling  chords,  and  mournful  number, 

Honors  solemn,  well  prepare. 

For  the  stately  oak  has  fallen; 

Years  it  was  the  forest  pride; 
Winds  the  requiem'  is  calling. 

Where  Potomac's  waters  glide. 

Son  of  freedom's  cloud-capt  mountains. 

Known  thou  wast,  O,  Gallowa; 
Passing  life  beside  the  fountains, 

Always  happy,  blithe,  and  gay. 

Worthy  motives,  ever  beaming, 

Gave  their  lustre  to  thy  lamp. 
When  thy  bleached  locks  were  streaming, 

Nothing  could  its  radiance  damp. 

Now  the  dirges  chants  are  swelling; 

Tributes  noble  blend  in  rhyme; 
Mournful  peals,  around  impelling, 

Where  the  festooned  lilies  twine. 

Anthems  doleful,  rising  glorious. 
High  the  requiem  soaring  climb; 

Rings  pathetic  truths  victorious; 
Winging  skies  in  tones  sublime. 


A    TRIBL'TE   TO  THE  MI'.MOKY  OF  J.   G.  L. 

Measureil  harmonics  are  thronging; 

Slowly  tailing,  trembling  wait; 
Then  repeating,  sweeter  longings, 

Re-eehoes  e'en  to  heaven's  gate. 

Hark!   the  solemn  echoes  hieing. 

Swell  the  glory  of  thy  clay. 
Gales  lamenting,  hover,  sighing. 

O'er  Potomac's  winding  way. 

Time's  relentless  river  fleeting. 

Numbered  thy  three  score  and  ten; 

Mother,  sons,  and  daughters,  weeping. 
Join  in  griefs  untold  by  pen. 
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EPITAPH. 

Virtues,  like  the  bay  tree  flourish, 
Merits  brings  a  bright  reward. 

E'en  the  quill  would  proudly  cherish; 
Worth  inspiring  musing  bard. 

May  that  virtue,  vivid,  burning. 
Loving  children's  hearts  inflame. 

Bloom  like  flowers,  paths  adorning. 
Ever  honoring  thy  name. 
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DIRGE   ON  LINCOLN. 

Unnumbered  were  the  mighty  throng, 
That  gathered  to  the  mansion  white; 

The  inmates  of  ten  thousand  homes, 
And  solemn  was  the  sight. 

A  misty  vai)or  curtains  sky 

Festooning  spire  and  turret  head: 

Shadowing  massive  cohimns,  draped 
In  mourning  for  the  dead, 

A  cry  of  grief  rends  distant  States. 

A  gloom  shrouds  forest  and  the  plain: 
Within  the  portal's  open  gates, 

Lincoln  on  a  bier  is  lain. 

There  savant,  sage,  and  statesmen  met: 
There  idly  lay  the  quill  and  sword: 

And  soldiers,  sailors,  youth  and  age, 
All  gazed,  none  lisped  a  word. 

Tall  sachems  in  that  concourse  filed, 
And  men  from  over  ocean  waters: 

In  medley  host,  lamenting  wild, 
Were  Afric's  sons  and  daughters. 

A  halo  wrapt  the  noble  brow. 

From  which  the  soul  immortal  fled: 

Both  friends  and  foes  assembled  bow, 
Where  all  races'  tears  are  shed. 


DIRGE    OX  LINCOLN.  5  I 

There  rests  the  hand  which  grasped  the  pen, 
When  civil  strife  shook  hill  and  plain; 

The  heart  is  hushed  which  drove  it  then, 
To  free  all  men  its  aim. 

The  eagle  eye  in  triumph  slept; 

The  spirit  up  had  taken  flight; 
Round  lifeless  form  e'en  heroes  wept, 

Impressive  was  the  sight. 

The  city's  shafts  and  vessel's  mast 
Dropped  their  spangled  ensigns  low; 

Each  railway  train  and  river  boat 
Was  wearing  marks  of  woe. 

Gone  !   matchless  leader  of  the  free; 

Gone  !   master  spirit  of  the  age; 
The  vellum  lives  to  tell  of  thee; 

History's  brightest  page. 

While  Columbia  holds  her  magic  wand, 

Thy  m.emory  ne'er  shall  falter; 
'Twill  live  while  freedom's  flame  is  fanned 

On  liberty's  famed  altar. 

Upon  our  plains,  and  beyond  seas, 
Columnar  shafts  shall  tell  thy  fame; 

Afric's  children  shall  sculpture  thee. 
And  laurel  wreath  thy  name. 

In  ages  hence,  in  far-off  lands. 

New  bards  shall  music  wake  for  thee; 

Where  rivers  trace  untrodden  sands 
They'll  sing  the  symphony. 


IX  PERPETUAM,  RIE  MEMORIUM. 

Breathe  her  name  tenderly,  weaving  with  care. 

Cadences  uttering  symphonies  rare; 
Tell  of  one  dutiful,  youthful,  and  fair; 

Seraphs  are  hovering  round  in  the  air. 

Tell  of  her  worth  which  we  never  forget. 

Wreathing  each  word  like  a  ruby  well  set; 
Environ  mournfully  every  regret; 

Seraphs  stand  sentinels  over  us  yet. 

Tell  of  her  goodness,  and  sorrowing  score; 

Deeds  that  are  jewels,  those  ever  restore; 
Where  Time's  unbounded  ebb  never  finds  shore, 

Seraphs  are  listening,  Elzie's  no  more. 

Measure  thy  elegies,  soft  as  the  dove. 
Chanting  a  requiem  swelling  with  love; 

Tranquil  elysians,  eulogies  rove, 
Seraphs  rehearse  them  in  spaces  above. 

Light  of  the  morning,  with  dew  drops  and  showers, 
Twineth  her  urn  with  the  ivy,  and  flowers; 

Destiny  numl>ers  each  tomb,  in  the  bowers. 
Seraphs  shall  list,  when  we  slumber  in  ours. 
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SKIKMISH  OF  FALLING   WATERS. 
June,  1862. 

The  sun  rose  o'er  Virginia  far, 

Burnished  steel  reflects  its  ray; 
Glittering  arms  prepared  for  war, 

Were  borne  by  men  in  blue  and  grey, 
On  to  Falling  Waters. 

With  banners,  symbols  of  each  State, 
Upheld  by  standard  bearers  true, 

While  neighing  steeds  im])atient  wait, 

Opposing  chieftains  ranks  review. 

Where  flows  Falling  Waters. 

When  the  star  spangled  banners  peal, 
Vied  with  noise  of  fife  and  drum. 

Lo  I   far  above  it  wildly  steals, 
Dixie's  bold  defiant  hum 
Rang  o'er  Falling  Waters. 

The  southern  chief,  like  a  statute  stood, 
His  charger  prancing,  and  his  blade 

Uplifted  points  toward  the  wood; 
Then  each  Confederate  bugle  said; 
We  meet  by  Falling  Waters. 

The  leader  of  the  northern  band, 

Formed  quick  his  right  and  left  wing, 

On  either  side  brave  soldiers  stand, 
And  daring  men  to  front  they  bring, 
Bright  glows  Falling  Waters. 


54  sa'/KjV/sh  of  fallixg  waters. 

From  valley  rose  circles  of  light; 

Artillery  pouring  its  blaze; 
Musket  volleys  fell  left  and  right, 

From  battalions  blue  and  grey, 
Stayed  not  Falling  Waters. 

Bold  spirits  met  the  valiant  knights, 
And  launched  at  other  sabre  blows; 

Terror  from  all  had  taken  flight, 
Platoons  cross-firing  on  their  foes. 
Stayed  not  Falling  Waters. 

Amidst  the  blazing  shot  and  shell, 
Troopers  swung  their  flashing  blades; 

Warlike  echoings  on  hill  and  dell, 
Betokens  charge  of  bold  brigades. 
As  on  sweei)s  Falling  Waters. 

Steeds  seemed  to  mingle  in  the  fight. 
While  their  riders  in  blue  and  grey 

Dashed  through  the  bright  flashes  of  light. 
All  bent  on  winning  the  day. 
Beside  the  Falling  Waters. 

Far  overhead  bright  rockets  play; 

The  hills  resound  with  cannon  shock 
Like  ocean  waves,  when  lashing  spray 

Whirls  sea  on  sea  against  the  rock. 
Fell  over  Falling  Waters. 

On  margins  of  that  streamlet  lay 
Valiant  men,  noble  and  brave. 

Wrapt  in  mantles  of  blue  and  grey. 
Who  fought  to  free  or  hold  the  slave. 
By  the  Falling  Waters. 
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Many  oft  look  upon  that  hill,  ^ 

When  stars  peep  down  from  heaven's  shield, 

And  think  they  see  that  chieftain  still 
Mounted  in  that  silent  field; 
Beneath  ilows  Falling  Waters. 

Even  when  the  pale  moonbeams  fall 

Ujion  that  plain  and  forest  tree, 
It  seems  we  hear  the  battle  call 

In  the  zephyr's  gentle  breeze, 
That  sways  over  Falling  Waters. 
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MEMORIAL    DA\.. 

Rest,  warriors  rest. 

Hushed  is  the  trumpet  sound; 
North,  South,  East  and  West, 
Triumphs  jjortend; 
The  laurel  wreathed  in  circles  round. 
With  peerless  lilies  blend; 
Age  and  youth,  from  e\erywhere, 
Laden  with  garlands  fair 

Towards  the  necropolis  wend. 

Yon  glorious  sun 

Once  looked  down. 
When  clouds  of  dun 

Wrapt  mountain  crown; 
While  cannon  shook  the  valley. 
Where  the  horse  and  his  rider  lay. 
As  rolling  drums. 
Inspiring  rally. 

Mingled  notes  with  bursting  bombs, 
Re-echoing  far  away. 

To-day  it  views  another  scene. 
Hillocks  dot  many  a  field  of  green. 

Peace  reign  supreme; 
From  where  the  blue  Niagara  laves 

To  Mexico's  deep,  warm  sea, 
The  plain  is  strewn  with  soldier  graves; 

E'en  broken  columns  there  you  see. 
Surrounded  by  the  tasseled  paves. 

Earth  entombed  McClellan,  Grant  and  Lee, 


MEMORIAL    DAY. 

And  oft  upon  the  marble  stone 

There's  chiseled  the  word;   "Unknown," 

A  record  small  indeed — 
Unknown  to  what  ;  Unknown  to  fame  ! 
Ah  !   doth  not  Columbia  proclaim 

Their  valiant  deeds. 

To-day  we  know 

Not  friend  nor  foe 
Beneath  the  green  sward  bound; 
For  side  by  side 

Shall  ever  lay 
Our  country's  pride, 

The  blue  and  the  grey. 
Come,  deck  each  tomb, 

With  blooming  spray; 
Dispel  the  gloom 

With  flowers  of  May, 
Until  each  venerated  urn  is  crowned; 
Honors  to  the  brave  belong; 

Glory  guards  their  hidden  clay, 
Their  valor  grace  our  nation's  song. 

Say  not  republics  are  ungrateful, 

The  best  of  lands  have  we; 
From  shore  to  shore  'tis  beautiful. 

The  strife  was  fate's  decree. 
For  them  that  sleep, 

We  weave  the  wreath  and  story. 
Our  country  keeps 

The  record  of  their  glory. 

Long  as  yon  moon 

Shall  climb  and  wane, 
And  legends  loom; 

Our  might  and  fame. 
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58  MEMORIAL    DAY. 

These  grateful  lands, 

In  flowing  May, 
Shall  send  forth  bands, 

A  vast  array, 
From  hills  and  plain 

To  plume  with  bays. 
Those  mounds  again, 

On  Memorial  Days. 

Let  their  watchword  then  be  peace; 
Let  worth  in  men  increase; 
Let  strife  forever  cease — 
Peace,  warriors,  rest  in  peace  1 
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YEARS  ROLL  AWAY. 

When  long  years  have  rolled  away, 

And  we  are  young  no  more; 
When  other  children,  in  their  play. 

Sing  songs  we  sung  before. 

When  all  that's  young  and  youthful  fade. 

As  we  cruise  river  time. 
Thoughts  oft  return,  from  memory's  shade. 

That  like  a  phoenix  shine. 

In  age,  the  slumbering  soul  awakes. 

Alive  to  joy  or  pain, 
As  dreams  of  by-gone  years,  weirdly  break. 

Across  the  mind  again. 

The  eldest  heart,  when  touched  by  care 

Recalleth  pleasant  hours; 
When  sunshine  hallowed  everywhere. 

And  sweet  birds  sang  in  bowers. 

The  flood  of  time  sweeps  down  its  track. 

And  sunset  lights  the  shore; 
On  which  we  stand,  and  looking  back, 

See  days  that  are  no  more. 
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THE   TO  IVER   OF  BABEL. 

Why  the  fate  of  Babel;  chronicled  at  last, 

Famed  in  Hebrew,  Greek  and  Latin,  for  centuries  past; 

Conspicuous  work;  time  may  develope  yet  thy  size, 

Oh !   mystery;  hidden  ages  long  from  mortal  eyes. 

Wondering  toilers,  confused  tongues,  grieved  exclaim: 

Down!  down!    down!    with  the   tower;   'twas  taken   down 

again. 
Even  then  great  Babylon's  walls,  of  it  werecreated; 
No  scribe  dared  write,  how  it  was  exterminated. 


APRIL  SHOWER. 

The  fields  were  bright  with  golden  light 

Upon  an  April  morning; 
When  the  far  west,  was  quickly  dressed. 

With  sombre  mantle's  scorning, 
Which  dashed  on  plains  the  pelting  rain; 

It  lasted  but  one  half  hour. 
On  vapors  spread,  far  overhead. 

The  rainbow,  each  end  in  a  bower; 

Thus  ended  the  April  shower. 
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MA  V  MORNING. 

One  morning,  in  the  month  of  May, 

I  rambled  down  the  vale, 
Where  blue  bells  fair  and  daisies  gay, 

Awoke  sunbeams  to  hail. 

Whose  lustre  spread  upon  the  skies; 

When  sang  melodious  lark, 
The  wren  and  mocking  bird  replies. 

Ranging  the  woodland  park. 

The  red  birds  and  the  linnets  call. 

Sings  joyously  and  clear; 
In  rocky  walls  and  forest  tall. 

The  robin  sang  their  cheer. 

Nimble  squirrels,  and  rabbits  roved, 

A  hidden  nut  to  find; 
The  bramble  thickets,  in  the  grove 

With  partridges  were  lined. 


JUNE. 

Month  of  roses,  the  regina 

Of  the  circling  year; 
Fair  thou  art  in  Carolina, 

Where  birdlings  sing  their  cheer; 
Month  of  blushing  flowers  and  berries, 

Roving  lovers  in  thee  dream; 
Blithe  thy  mornings,  gay  and  merry, 

Laughing  in  thy  rosy  sheen. 


THE  ARK. 

Great  vessel,  greatest  of  the  past, 
Thy  tame  historical  will  last, 
The  measurement  for  which  were  given, 
'By  Maker  of  earth,  sea,  and  heaven. 

Ships  may  be  built,  of  greater  magnitude. 
But  none  for  purposes  so  well  understood; 
Nor  none  in  time  shall  long  retain. 
Such  world  renowned  honor  and  fame. 

Nor  will  any  vessel  sail  a  sea. 
So  great  a  one  as  lloated  thee; 
While  time,  ages  and  traditions  last. 
Known  thou  art;  greatest  of  the  past. 

The  landmark  first,  that  after  flood, 
On  Ararat's  tall  mountain  stood; 
The  remnant,  last  of  a  race  undone, 
Were  saved  in  thee;   thou  greatest  one. 
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THE  SCOTS  DEFIANCE. 

Strike  not  for  me  chords  of  sorrow, 
Let  wild  numbers  sing  on  high, 

Suited  for  a  Scot's  to-morrow, 
When  the  hour  of  battle's  nigh. 

Let  no  sound  of  wailing  hover 
In  the  air  on  mountain  side; 

Should  I  fall,  let  thistles  cover 
Me,  where  mists  of  morning  bide. 

Let  sojjranos,  waters  greeting, 
Send  their  music  sweetly  o'er; 

Tell  of  parting  and  of  meeting 
On  a  bright  supernal  shore. 

I^et  the  pipes  and  timljrels  blending, 
Tell  I  falter  not,  nor  fear; 

Let  each  cadence  beauty  lending, 
Tell  of  those  I  love  most  dear. 

Make  each  note  sing  one  undaunted. 
Faithful,  keeping  every  vow, 

Even  when  by  fiends  supj)lanted, 
Ceasing  not  till  demons  bow. 

Close  with  trump's  triumphant  trios, 
Even  though  the  heavens  fall; 

Or  should  the  sun,  in  zenith  glow, 
Let  each  note  defiance  call. 
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COLUMBIA. 

Columbia,  thou  fairest  of  beautiful  lands; 

Yon  glittering  sun,  with  its  luminous  sheen, 
Awakens  rare  flowrets,  from  out  of  thy  sands, 

That's  blooming,  and  blushing,  in  carpeting  green. 

Superbly  dressed  songsters,  in  sylvany  groves, 
Each  joyously  sing,  thro'  the  midsummer  hours, 

Their  carols  unwritten,  are  soaring  above, 
And  echoes  rejoice,  in  the  nectar  of  flowers. 

Soft  zephyrs  are  ruffling  the  ripening  wheat. 
In  valleys  where  dew,  and  sweet  odors,  distills; 

And  shepherds  are  watching,  in  rural  retreat, 
Their  numberless  flocks  feed  by  pastoral  rills. 

Columbia,  the  home  for  the  pilgrim  forlorn, 
That  wanders  from  many  a  far  distant  realm; 

Oh  yes,  she's  the  home  for  the  stranger  that's  borne 
O'er  briny  seas,  guided  by  compass  and  helm. 

The  school  boy  shall  read  of  her  patriots  brave; 

The  farmer  shall  sing  of  her  orchards  and  corn; 
While  warriors  repeat,  let  the  tri -colors  wave 

On  uplands  and  prairies,  which  sunlight  adorn. 

The  mariner  tells  of  her  glory  afar, 
Describing  her  havens  that  rival  old  Tyre; 

He  places  aloft,  in  his  rapture,  the  star 

Of  freedom  which  lighteth  her  valleys  with  fire. 
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THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY. 

'Tis  the  Fourth  of  July  morning;  standing  in'light 

Of  the  radiance  from  the  orient  streams, 
Looking  eastward  from  the  Appalachian  hight, 

That  is  burnished  with  refulgent  gleams; 

Embellishing  States,  so  youthful  in  dreams, 
Where  the  third  generation  of  liberty's  crew 

Looks  back  on  a  century  out  of  sunbeams; 
Scanning  evenings  and  mornfng  when  clouds  hid  the  blue 
Darkening  the  realms  where  freedom  her  famed  wand  threw. 

Happy  Fourth  of  July,  with  thee  no  days  compare; 

The  wonder  of  nations,  this  united  continent. 
Where  liberty  floats  the  tri-colors  in  air, 

Illumined  with  satellites  truly  resplendent, 

To  the  mountain  and  prairies  a  century's  lent. 
Joy  and  freedom  of  feelings  rivaling  the  old, 

Let  this  day  in  the  future  in  ecstasy  be  spent; 
Surrounding  each  cottage  with  bliss  manifold. 
While  the  azure  above  them  is  all  tinged  with  gold. 

Happy  Fourth  of  July,  let  thy  aim  ever  be, 

To  guard  parental  vows  and  each  patriot's  speech; 
Let  no  dark  contingent  ever  trouble  the  free; 

Let  no  tyranny  thy  fealty  impeach; 

Let  the  fire  of  independence  mountain  top  reach, 
On  thy  altars  grow  brighter  and  brighter  in  time; 

E  pluribus  imum,  the  motto  for  each, 
Love  and  security  established  sublime. 
From  the  centre  to  bound  one  true  fraternal  line„ 
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Hap])y  Fourth  of  July,  may  thy  gleams  ever  prove 
All  that's  beautiful,  hopeful,  resyjlendent  and  bright; 

Bright,  oh  brighter,  than  flashes  of  star-light  above, 
Whose  soft  lustre  dispels  gloom  and  banishes  night, 
From  thy  mountaiins  and  valleys,  with  glory  bedight, 

While  fiK>simile  on  banners  shall  blaze  in  the  day 
From  the  vessel's  tall  mast,  or  the  pinnacles  hight; 

Onward,  onwaixi,  while  centuries  eternal  survey. 

Children  unborn  shall  spread  flowers  in  liberty's  pathway. 

Happy  Fourth  of  July,  how  romancing  thy  charm. 
That  (juickens  the  feelings,  gives  rapturous  glow, 

To  the  cities,  the  village,  the  homestead,  or  farm. 

Boldly  stands  forth  the  rival  of  all  days  that  we  know, 
Marks  a  beginning  no  other  nation  can  show; 

All  the  glory  of  commonwealths  placed  in  a  scale. 
The  franchise  of  our  country  could  not  overthrow; 

'Tis  restrengthening  mankind,  and  defining  his  fate. 

While  ])eace  and  prosperity  bless  the  United  States. 
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AURORA. 

I  saw  Aurora  fling  her  red 
Above  the  ocean's  furrowed  bed; 
In  haste  the  moon  before  it  fled, 

Then  hidden  was  each  twinkbng  star 

In  spacious  ether's  depths  afar. 

Brilliant  upon  the  vapors'  dun, 
Lay  rainbow  colors  wove  as  one; 
Through  flame  and  scarlet  drove  the  sun, 

The  chariot  dazzling  to  behold, 

The  steeds  in  trappings  fringed  with  gold, 

The  gates  of  morning  bursting  wide 
Across  the  heaven's  glory  glide. 
And  day  appears  in  costume  of  a  bride; 
The  forest,  fields  and  waters  sang, 
From  opening  flowers  sweet  odors  sprang. 

On  hill  and  vale  the  feathered  throng 
Harmonious  notes  with  joy  prolong. 
Filling  the  air  with  mirth  and  song; 
Tender  as  hymen's  soft  refrain 
The  cadence  trembles  o'er  again. 

Above  the  mountain  turrets  high 

Is  heard  the  musical  reply. 

On  zephyrs  far  the  raptures  fly; 

Scattering  in  skies  the  cheer, 

The  heaven  lists  to  hemisphere. 

The  chords  unseen,  with  planet  roll, 
Euphonies  cross  from  pole  to  pole. 
Celestial  space  the  tuneful  scroll. 

In  every  age  forever  chime, 

Inaudibly,  All  is  Divine. 
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'I'lu'ic  is  music  in  llir  /fph)  is 

TImI   is  (larl  iiii;  tliio'   tlir  luiwiTs. 
I  ,i^l\l  1\    lill  ini;  ri-.ii;r.ml   incciisc 

StoliMi  liom  llu'  oprn  llowiTs; 
Out  (iliMi'th's  imciiltuu'il  pardons, 

Niirsrrics  ol  rosy  Moom. 
WluMX'  llu'  WDoil  nymphs  It.illu'  in  nectar 

Wliisiiciinn'  iMicliani  ini^  tunc. 

'I'hci'c  is  music  in  t  lie  ronnlains 

('oiirsiui;  onwani  lo  llic  mm, 
(lailv  thrillini-'  sloiiinL;  mountains' 

( 'haul  in;;  nature's  s\ni|ihony; 
In  the  s\va\inj;  oaken  hram  hes, 

(h    in  reeds  wMuue  Naiads  bidt""; 
And   in  thirst  allavin.n'  waters 

I'hat  l>v  mossy  mari^ins  <;lido. 


'I'hiMC  is  musii'  li\   the  ocean 

In  the  man  hint;  ol'tlie  swells, 
As  rapidly  the  luinv  hillows 

Roll  al>o\i'  the  sea  side  shells; 
lU-i'p  toiu-d,  the  i'oamin,!;  breakers, 

Koar  Irom  sml  esiiltini;'  throats. 
When-  the    I'lilons'  trumpets  soundin_i 

Wend  and  lamentinu  notes. 
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AN  ODIi. 

In  the  splendor  of  noon-day  on  mountains  I  rove, 
Where  the  branches  and  mists  are  uniting  above; 
Where  the  forests  in  lofty  liixiirian<e  rise, 
Over  siniimits  celestial  s])aees  surprise. 

As  I  ste|)  on  the  land  of  my  birlh  with  delight, 
All  ihi-  beauties  of  nature  illuniine  my  sight; 
And  i  jjonfler  each  hue  of  the  foliage' and  sky. 
Where  enchantment  revealing  its  magic  to  eye. 

Through  the  oak,  and  the  asjK'n,  and  evergreen  tall, 
Sounds  the  horn  of  the  hunter,  ;ind  turkey's  wild  call; 
Over  l)rambles  the  roe,  and  fawn,  skip  in  their  flight, 
l'|)  from  eyries  grey  eagles  are  winging  sutdight. 

I)own  the  waters  are  coursing  ;ind  gliding,  they  roam. 
Rolling,  sparkling,  and  leaping,  the  riflgt;s  of  stone; 
]»elween  margins  of  nicjssy  beds  crystal  gems  weej). 
Singing  dirges  by  mounds'where  aborigines  sleep. 

'Chen  1  view  where  Aurora,  flings  Orient  rays. 
And  where  vapor  of  ]Mir|jle  at  eventide  ])lays; 
From  cool  foun1.ains  where  father  of  waters  is  ferl, 
l''reedom  subiinujly  rests  to  where  sunny  plains  spread. 

All  tin:  phinets  above  us,  refulgently  sh(,-d 
(ioldcn  be.ims  on  the  land  that  to  liberty's  wed; 
Nicely  balanced  <:louds  wreath  its  tall  mountain  towers, 
.And  w.irni    mmsliinc   decks   dnilv  the  fields   ;ind    llie  flowers. 


fO  ,-/.\'   ODE. 

1' roni  ethereal  depths  with  emotion  I  turn, 

\n(l  my  prayer  is  while  stars  shall  resplendenll v  burn. 

In  the  bosoms  ol  children  will  ,l;1ow  li\in,L;  lire 

( )l  true  freemen,  whose  llames  inborn  never  exjMre. 

1  recall  bvi;one  a,L;es,  when  ships  plou!j;hinL:;  the  waves, 
l>ore  from  o\\{  t)i)iM'essed  rej^ions  the  pioneer  braves; 
Here   they  l)uilded   new  homes,  new  hearths,  and   new  fires^ 
\\'here  to-day  lloat  their  ensigns,  and  towers  their  spires. 

I  look  baek  dt)wn  the  century,  scanning  the  years, 
In  that  vision  see  ijjleaminij;  their  hebnets  and  s])ears; 
And  the  matchless  steeds  foaminp;.  that  patriots  ride; 
On  fields  standards  are  streaming  in  battle's  reil  tide. 

1  hear  boom  of  their  guns,  as  their  ram])arts  they  line, 
With  the  robes  snow-white  from  their  gardens  sublime; 
When  the  vessels  of  foemen  llee  pierced  through  the  hold, 
(>ver  victors  the  heavens  in  grandeur  untold. 

From  the  glens  and  woodlantls  rise  loftiest  cheer. 
And  the  echoes  are  soaring  the  vales  far  and  near; 
l''\en  mothers  ami  maidens  exult  in  their  hearts. 
And  the  starlight  in  banners  a  halo  imparts. 

l''or  their  count r\-  and  chihlren  they  warred  on  the  plain. 
Around  them  indcjiendence  united  with  fame; 
In  each  triumph  rang  louder  the  echo  of  hope. 
Which  reverberates  still  on  that  far  reaching  slope. 

Where  from   strand    to  the   strand,  lightning  Hashed  on   the 

sea , 
Now  is  lloating  the  tlag  of  the  brave  and  the  free; 
Where  the  thunder  of  cannon  once  roared  on  the  plain, 
Now  the  clviriot  reaiicrs  uKnc  harxestinu  urain. 
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Oh,  superb  was  tlie  morning,  when  peals  of  the  bell, 
Rang   the  rai)tur()us  warning,  the  glorious  swell; 
When  the  valleys  went  sounding  the  lofty  refrain, 
And  the  chorus  went  bounding  o'er  mountain  and  main. 

(luard,  O  scions,  freemen  your  ])rairies  and  hills, 
In  each  home  let  your  voices  ring  musical  thrills. 
Swelling  nimnbers  rejoicing  that's  telling  on  high 
Waft  ye  winds  over  Union  the  choral  reply. 

Fling  to  the  breezes  our  banner,  wide  blazon  its  field, 
'Tis  the  type  of  all  glory,  our  cmldem  and  shield. 
When  this  trio  with  stars  to  the  sun  is  unfurled 
"Fis  the  dread  of  the  tory,  and  pride  of  the  world. 
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AMOROSO. 

In  spring  time  hours  I  often  muse 

Where  winds  unseen  are  fanning  lea; 
That  moistened  with  the  early  dews, 
Much  farther  than  the  eye  can  see; 
Then  methinks  where'er  I  go, 
1  hear  in  numbers  soft  and  low, 
I  love  thee  well— I  love  thee  well  ! 

In  summer  morns,  when  rosy  light 
The  curtains  opens  of  the  night, 
And  light  and  darkness  disunite. 

And  nature  laughs  with  pure  delight, 
In  every  path  where'er  I  go, 
I  hear  the  music  soft  and  low, 

I  love  thee  well — I  love  thee  well  1 

In  autumn,  when  the  mid'lay's  sun 

Marketh  high  twelve  the  dials  on, 
While  weary  hours  descending  run, 
Until  each  toiler's  work  is  done; 
In  every  way,  where'er  I  go, 
The  music  follows  soft  and  low, 
I  love  thee  well — I  love  thee  well ! 

In  wintry  eves,  methinks  the  bells 

Concave  roof  hold  the  lyric  si)ell. 
The  well  sung  swells  of  silver  bells 
Ring  symphonies  that  sweetly  tell, 
That  voices  sing  where'er  I  go. 
Repeating  in  a  minor  low, 

I  love  thee  well — I  lo\e  thee  well  ! 
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LAND   OF  MY  BIRTH. 

Land  of  my  birth,  land  of  my  love, 
Where  winds  are  waft  from  heaven  above; 
Could  breezes  speak,  in  notes  sublime 
They'd  tell  thou  wcrt  the  fairest  clime. 

Beneath  the  deep  blue  arching  sky 
Where  brilliant  stars  shall  ever  hie, 
Around  the  golden  i)rbit  bright 
'I'hat  gives  to  sailing  moon  her  light. 

KcHecting  through  the  milky  ways, 
'J'he  mellow  beams  which  nightly  plays 
Upon  our  hills  and  mountain  towers, 
That  robed  with  vines  nnd  sylvan  bowers. 

Al)Ove  rich  vales,  where  golden  grain 
And  orchards  wave  upon  the  plain; 
On  sloping  knolls  the  fleecy  flocks. 
At  silver  rills  drink  out  the  rocks. 

Their  waters  roll  through  spreading  sllade^, 
Where  stately  deer  are  roaming  glades; 
And  unbacked  steeds  with  charger's  ]jride, 
Are  coursing  pin  ins  where  bisons  glide. 

Across  the  verdant  i)rairies  wide 

(Irand  rivers  roll  on  to  the  tide; 

Where  steaming  crafts  are  tracing  streams  • 

And  smoking  curls  above  them  gleam. 
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M  heir  (lri\cn  wheels  the  (  ryslal  whirls, 
Shatterin,L,f  spray  in  diamond   pearls; 
As  proudly  on  ihcy  swiftly  rush 
And  even  seek  where  fountains  Ljush. 

The  fiery  ear  with  eharioL  train 
Rends  air  u])on  the  hill  and  ])lain, 
And  (lyiuL!;,  leap  the  water's  (low, — 
The  tallest  mountains  bending  low. 

Drives  tminel   (le])ths  in  wild  career, 
At  sundered  rock  rings  ec  ho  (dear; 
.         In  dreary  nights  where  sentry  true 
1  display  the  torch,  red,  white  or  blue. 

Tlie  tourist  gras])  enchanting  dreams, 
In  (  lind)ing  mounts  and  crossing  streams; 
l<;ach  i)roud  refrain  shall  long  ])ro(daini 
Upon  our  plains  the  lightning  tame. 

Oh  glorious  States;   Oh  mighty  land; 
Ignited  great  by  freemen  manned; 
Whose  bulwarks  are  the  ocean  wave, 
Whose  strength  abides  m  sinews  brave. 

Where  nature  spreads  her  lavish  wealth. 
With  ])urest  air  for  people's  health; 
Where  science  follows  e'en  the  ])low. 
And  arts  stand  on  nioimtain's  brow. 

Where  labor  well  rewards  the  toil, 
No  privdeged  class  can  own  her  soil; 
Kor  e(|ual  each  upon  it  stands 
The  ruling  power  in  voters'  hands. 
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May  bright  her  stars  in  banners  bhize, 
Abroad  in  splendor  gb'nting  rays, 
Let  golden  links  thy  plains  entwine, 
Unfading  glory  on  them  shine. 

O  proud  Columbia,  let  thy  hills 
Re-echo  high  a  magic  thrill; 
Above  tall  summits  crowned  with  fir, 
Let  freedom's  God  long  defend  her. 
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I  \v.u\iKiril   in  llu'  MiiunuM   t  imr 

Wlu-ic  /rpliyis  umiiuI  mr  |>l;iyM; 
\  wjil'lmj;  ch.irm  which  still  I'lUwinc 
llu-  l>,inks  nil  \\  hu  h  1  si  r,i\  ni. 


Ihr  birds  wcir  siiii^iul;  Kuul  ami  sluill 
W'hiMO  nosts  on  luMuciu's  swini^; 

Amid  iho  lon'sls  on  the  hill 
Thr  Uiilr-.  Ill'  I'liilnrss  I'in.i;'. 

About  mo  stood  tlu"  i;oldrn  day 
riu"  suiishii\c  loll  iVoiu  bliK"; 

And  (  loiids  wru"  lost   in  sunnv  spiay, 
W  luMc  siais  om  r  iHH-|u-d  throui^h. 

Thi-  waliM's  swcpl  rm  hantod  slroam. 

That's  windinu  on  to  si-a ; 
And  sU'iulcr  ihhmIs  wnc  In-ndinj;  scrn, 
W'hilr  on  thr  lippU"  \U\\ 

And  o\rr  meadows,  broad  and  swh-iM. 

The"  bri'ivcs  j^entlv  |>lay; 
^\■hi^h  boio  tlu'  iVa,L;ranre  to  rompU-to 

I'hr  hapi'V.  rhi'ortul  da\  . 

1   l"ani\    \  rl   1  sor  the  skios 
\i\d  hills  adown  ihr  W(-st ; 

As  when  1  roamed  that  paradise. 
And  sun  ret  iied  to  rest . 

Alike  th.it  ^\.\\   om  i.iee  we  run. 

Nii;ht  sei<H"ns  about  ns  tall; 
Whieh  u.uhers  brij;l\test  rays  in  owe. 

\nd  i^lorv  hitles  ot"  all. 


cc 

UJ 

b 

u 

H 

o 
u. 

o 

w 

H 


77 


QUEEN    CITV- 

In  Alleghany's  hills  and  dales, 

Where  forests  sway  on  nKJunLains  tall; 

A  thousand  rills  traverse  the  vales, 
And  fairest  green  bedeck  it  all. 

There  morning  with  its  aerial  glow 

Illumines  hemisphere  and  sky; 
And  west  winds  through  the  foliage  blow 

Where  gladsome  birds  with  song  reply. 

Like  a  jewel  in  a  diadem, 

Queen  City  in  those  mountains  stand; 
And  granite  piles  in  narrows  grim 

The  gateway  of  thee,  Cumberland. 

Here  once  on  bluffs  stood  fortress  gates. 
And  morn's  tattoo  call'd  men  to  arms, 

Before  were  known  United  States, 

Where  freedom  now  wide  spreads  her  charms. 

The  city  seems  a  fairy  scene. 

Embosomed  in  the  hilly  hight. 
When  noon-day  si)reads  its  golden  sheen, 

And  crystal  flow  reflects  its  light. 

Its  winding  streets  and  alleys  meet. 

Bounded  with  homes  and  spreading  trees; 

Where  velvet  lawns  are  green  and  neat. 
And  fragrant  flowers  perfume  the  breeze. 

*  Cumberland's  Poetical  Name. 


ql'/-:j-:n  city. 

'J'Ik;  s(  IiodI,  and  colli'.nc,  (  liiirc  h,  and  s])irc, 
And  stately  hall  with  turicLs  hi^h. 

Oft  ([uivcr  in  ihc  golden  fiic 

'I'hat's  st.c'alin<^  o'er  them   finni  the  sky. 

"Tis  the  abode  of  lore,  and  arl  ; 

SaLjc  bankers  o'er  iheir  counters  bend; 
And  i)rinters  latest  news  inii)art, 

I'v'en  from  the  earth's  ri'Miotest  end. 

Aroiinil  is  drawn  the  mountain  line, 
W'itli  (  iillnred  lields  in  vast  array, 

Ik'nealh  in  currents  boats  entwine, 
And  when  well  laden  pass  away. 

The  hum  of  commerce  rini^s  around, 
Here  crosses  many  an  iron  belt; 

Shrill  noise  of  steam  in  hills  abound. 
And   in  the  air  smoke  columns  melt. 

When  early  jar  ol  morn  beniiis, 

The  mill-wheels  sIiil;  their  roundelay; 

And  factories,  with  ceaseless  din, 
Are  busy  till  the  close  of  day. 

The  homestead  of  a  sturdy  race, 
'I'he  glory  ofoui'  mighty  land; 

Each  fmds  in  hill  and  dell  a,  place, 
Where  i)lenty  wa\es  her  magic  wand. 


And  all  enjoy  industry's  might, 
Amid  the  lumber,  grain  and  ore; 

And  diamonds  black  pass  on  in  llight 
'I'o  seek  a  marl  on  o(  can  shore. 
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Potomac  flows  adown  the  way, 

And  crystal  wills  from  verdant  night; 

in  their  bright  waves  the  fishes  ])lay, 
Where  waters  blue   turn  red  and  white. 

And  freedom  gives  each  man  a  place, 

It  loves  to  dwell  on  mountains  high; 
No  i)lace  on  earth  excels  in  grace 

Those  hills  that  rear  to  meet  the  sky. 

On  terrace  hight,  by  cottage  bright, 

Artful  and  gay  the  children  ])lay; 
Their  hearts  are  right  and  games  delight, 

They  pass  away  the  joyful  day. 

Proud  C'umbcrland  homes,  bright  and  fair. 
With  graceful  dames,  coy  as  the  dove; 

In  household  joy  each  heart  does  share, 
And  s[)read  around  the  beams  of  love. 

Proud  (Jumberland  homes,  bright  and  fair, 

Rejoicing  on  the  mountain  breast; 
Where  belfry  peals,  aloud  in  air, 

Are  heard  upon  the  day  of  rest. 

May  ha])i)iness  with  fortune  twine; 

Around  thee  (^ueen  of  Maryland. 
And  years  renew  thy  bays  divine. 

Prosperity  within  expand. 
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YOUTH. 

Once  about  me,  world  was  napping, 

When  my  years  were  young  and  bright; 
Then  I  heard  a  gentle  tapping, 

Echoes  bringing  me  delight; 
Gaily  blissful  mornings  rappings, 

Calling  me  unnumbered  nights; 
Symphonies  in  rarest  trappings, 

Rising  music  left  and  right. 

Eager,  warmly,  ever  chanting. 

Artless  raptures  silver  sweet; 
Peeping  out  I  saw  a  slanting. 

Drooping  wings,  that  touched  the  feet, 
Then  I  smiled  my  cheerful  granting, 

Fairer  far  than  brightest  June; 
Cupid  then,  a  dart  was  planting, 

In  a  heart  that  gave  him  room. 

All  around  the  same  was  twining, 

Garlands  bearing  flowers  of  love; 
Snow  white  lilies  there  were  shining, 

Bearing  dew  pearls  from  above. 
Sweetest  nectar  buds  were  lining. 

Rising  incense  in  a  flame; 
Lo  !   a  pen,  the  names  were  signing 

Jewels  encircled  the  same. 

Jaspers,  and  the  sapphires,  gleaming; 

Chalcedonies  stood  in  gold; 
Emerald,  and  sardonyx  beaming, 

Sardius,  chrysolites  enfold. 
Beryl,  topaz,  chrysopratus,  streaming, 

Diamonds  round  the  jacinths  rolled. 
Amethysts  shed  out  the  meaning. 

In  hieroglyphics  Ijold. 


MEMORIES. 

Oh  charm  of  memory  which  can  bring 
From  wave  of  time  the  cup  anew; 

For  when  we  sip  from  crystal  spring 
Our  early  joys  appear  to  view. 

No  veil  of  years  can  hide  from  sight 
A  scene  of  youth  which  love  beget; 

Its  beauties  rise  with  fresh  delight 
And  often  seal  a  fond  regret. 

When  I  recall  the  days  that's  past, 
Then  fairy  scenes  around  me  dwell;. 

Spring  time  again  its  pleasures  cast, 
Of  happy  hours  its  music  tell. 

Far  back  I  see  the  river  shore 

Where  very  sight  and  sound  was  dear; 
Where  gladsome  children  play'd  in  yore,- 

Their  voices  rang  in  air  so  clear. 

It  speaks  to  me  of  friends  and  home; 

I  see  again  the  mountains  tall; 
Where  forest  trees  in  air  are  shown, 

From  azure  skies  the  sunbeams  fall, 

Aback  I  see  the  school  of  fame, 
That  stood  upon  the  beach  alone; 

The  brow  of  age  can  yet  proclaim. 

That  rabies  there  in  minds  were  strown. 
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The  Conemaugh  rolls  on  its  wajs 

'Twas  there  I  studied,  fished  and  played; 

It  flows  into  the  ocean  spray, 

The  learned  youths  around  it  said. 

The  birds  sung  sweet,  in  branches  high, 
The  squirrels  to  the  tree  top  ran; 

Around  the  apple  orchards  lie, — 
Such  scene  is  near  forgot  by  man. 

The  sunny  bank,  beside  the  stream. 

Even  the  pebbles  on  the  shore, 
All  pass  before  me  like  a  dream. 

The  waves  roll  on  as  in  yore. 

That  white  school  house,  with  whittled  seats, 

I  yet  esi)y  its  scribbled  wall 
On  which  the  names  of  nymphs  so  neat. 

Were  pictured  fine  upon  them  all. 

I  see  the  roguish  little  miss 

Beside  the  youthful,  soft  and  fair; 

She  placed  upon  his  cheek  a  kiss, 
His  cries  then  rose  aloud  in  air. 

• 

Many  remembered  legend 

And  tales  that  peaceful  streams  surround; 
They  taught  the  mind  then  to  ascend 

The  hight  upon  which  wisdom's  found, 

There  hope  was  born,  and  fiincies  wrought, 
Beneath  the  trees,  whose  lovely  shade. 

Then  sweet  enchantment  to  us  brought, 
For  there  we  ali  like  fairies  play'd. 
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Around   in  air  glad  voices  ring, 

So  sweet  and  clear  each  summer  morn; 

Like  harmonies  from  golden  string, 
That  rose  in  sky  when  \\it\N  days  born. 

The  river  still  flows  swift  and  bright. 

That  village  school  we  may  regret, 
Is  ever  hidden  from  our  sight. 

Memory  retains  the  landmarks  yet. 

How  sweet  to  all  the  verdant  grove 

Where  merry  games  brought  us  good  cheer, 

To  scholars  who,  the  world  yet  rove, 
Its  beauty  still  in  minds  appear. 

It  gladdens  hearts  in  realms  afar. 

And  yet  recalls  each  sunny  sight; 
It  hovers  like  the  crest  of  Mars, 

Above  the  darkest  hour  of  night. 

Its  youths  have  trod  the  distant  plain, 
'Mid  clash  of  arms  and  sound  of  war; 

On  stately  ships  that  skims  the  main 
It  rose  in  minds  the  brightest  star. 

Was  that  bright  spot  to  live  and  bloom, 
In  the  young  minds  who  won  the  bays, 

Was  it  the  gem  to  light  their  plume, 
Above  the  storm  to  end  of  days. 

Familiar  faces  then  in  classes  met, 

They  meet  in  other  scenes  to-day; 
Glimpses  of  youth  return  and  set 

The  morn  of  life  in  bright  array. 
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May  beauty  of  their  well  spent  lives 
Be  admired  by  all  and  revered; 

Their  memories  the  years  survive, 

Their  graces  make  them  all  endeared. 

We  can  forget  the  loudest  sounds 

Of  bells  that  call  from  gilded  towers, 

But  it  makes  aged  hearts  rebound. 
To  think  again  of  youthful  hours. 

Who  hath  not  heard  old  voices  ring, 
When  youthful  scenes  around  them  hie; 

'Tis  like  when  the  Aurora  springs 
From  ocean  up  into  the  sky. 

In  fancy  now  I  viewed  that  town. 
And  lo? — It  spreads  af;ir  on  plain; 

And  Clio  wrote  of  its  renown, 

And  placed  it  on  the  page  of  fame. 

The  storied  grounds  ever  remain. 
No  column  o'er  it  fell  a  shade; 

But  many  a  tongue  whisper  names 

Of  youth  and  damsel  that  here  play'd. 

More  stately  schools  have  rung  the  lyre 
On  fancy  wings  in  grander  hall, 

But  none  have  shed  a  brighter  fire. 
This  was  the  rival  of  them  all. 
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SAILING   ON  THE  LAKE. 

Brisk  the  gales  are  lolowing 

Over  the  billows  blue; 
Speedily  my  barque  is  going, 

And  the  gentle  winds  pursue. 

In  unfurled  sails  a  flowing, 

Winds  with  their  own  consent; 

Gaily  we  sped,  with  knowing. 

Whence  they  came  or  whither  sent. 

From  the  west  to  the  east  we  drifted, 

Phoebus  let  fall  his  ray; 
Lightly  balmy  winds  us  lifted. 

O'er  the  billows  spray, 

On  before  the  zephyrs  rifted. 

Sped  we,  upon  our  way. 
On  the  waters,  there  was  sifted 

Sunbeams,  cheerful  and  gay. 

While  beneath  the  depths  of  azure. 
West  winds  ever  shall  blow; 

Sailing  will  always  grace  leisure, 
Long  as  billows  shall  flow. 

Shores  arrayed  in  leafy  treasure, 
Where  birds  rare  music  throw; 

Harmonies  in  every  measure, 
Over  the  crystals  flow. 
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Evening  rays  we  now  discover, 
With  it  my  song  must  cease; 

And  dream  in  dreams,  the  billows  over. 
That  bore  iis  on  in  peace. 

There  we  |)lay  anew  the  rover, 
Seeking  for  realms  that  please; 

For  the  pillow  bears  many  a  lover, 
Sailing  dreamlands  at  ease. 
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THROUGH   THE    FORESTS   WAY. 

I  saw  the  morning's  golden  ray 

Spread  gladness  over  hill  and  dale; 

I  heard  the  lark  salute  the  day, 

From  wide  spread  boughs,  in  yonder  vale. 

1  wandered  then  where  falls  the  shade, 
And  sipped  from  the  crystal  spring; 

Around  which  grows  the  mossy  blade. 
And  far  the  ferny  carpets  cling. 

And  over  pebbled  beds,  that  sleep. 
The  rippling  waters  onward  stray; 

And  gather  from  the  rugged  steep, 
Each  drop  of  dew  along  the  way. 

The  hours  sped  on  and  noonday's  sun, 
Effulgence,  found  on  hills  a  place; 

How  swift  the  daily  shadows  run, 

Alike  the  thoughts  our  minds  do  trace. 

While  radiance  fell  from  glinting  shield. 
The  zephyrs  mild  swept  o'er  the  lea; 

And  ripening  grain,  on  many  a  field, 
Rolled  like  the  waves  upon  the  sea. 

While  nature's  queen,  enrobed  in  green. 
List  to  resistless  transports  blest; 

!But  evening  came  and  broke  my  dream. 
The  sun  declining  in  the  west. 


88  TIf ROUGH   THE   FOREST'S    WAY. 

The  shepherd's  horn  Llew  loud  and  shrill, 
Adown  the  slopes,  came  fleecy  flocks; 

The  cattle  wandered  to  the  rill, 

The  goats  were  skip])ing  from  the  rocks. 

And  while  I  gazed  on  fairest  things, 

Methoiight  how  well  the  earth  was  blest; 

Where  every  flower  its  incense  flings, 
To  soothe  the  mind  and  bring  it  rest. 

Make  springs  of  thought  with  pleasure  swell. 
When  sauntering  in  rustic  ways; 

Or  gazing  where  enchantments  dwell, 
Renewing  dreams  of  early  days. 

We  seek  in  air  like  birds  on  wing. 
To  soar  above  the  mountain  crest; 

Where  every  thought  ecstacies  bring. 
Where  fimcy's  fascinations  rest. 

Our  fairy  dreams  relieve  the  mind, 
Like  daisies  fresh  they  incense  bring; 

And  chase  away  each  thought  unkind, 
And  joyous  transports  round  us  fling. 


89 


SHENANDOAH. 

Shenandoah,  pearl  of  waters, 

Could  I  weave  thy  name  in  rhyme, 
Sing  I  would  thy  flowing  river, 

Fairest  in  Virginia's  clime. 
Beautiful  thou  art,  and  truly 

Splendor  to  thy  l^anks  belong; 
Clear  thy  waves,  the  most  unruly, 

Sang  in  legends,  or  in  song. 

Far  across  thy  deep  blue  mountains. 

Morning  flings  her  rosy  red; 
Golden  gleams  adorn  thy  fountains. 

Ever  to  thy  currents  wed. 
In  uplands,  where  night  mists  linger, 

Dew  distills  in  fissures  deep; 
There  among  the  mosses  tender. 

Pearl  drops  trickle  down  thy  steep. 

Thou  art  queen  of  valleys  ever; 

Ruler  of  unnumbered  rills; 
Reigning  where  upheavals  sever. 

Rugged  gateways  in  the  hills. 
Eastward  granite  ridges  line  thee, 

Showing  turrets  grand  to  view; 
Rough,  uneven  borders  bind  thee. 

Every  winding  marvels  new. 

Artist's  skill  hath  never  chiselled. 
Turrets  equalling  thy  own; 

Prehistoric  ages  leveled. 

Each  unwieldy  corner  stone. 
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SIll'.XANnOAJI. 


rinincd  piiinnclcs  .mil  };;ililcs, 

ri.icfd  .iloll  in  (lays  of  yore; 
Long  rii'  ImildcTS  ol'idd   l5;d)C'l, 

'I'rod  ii|i()ii  I'lnph rates'  slioir. 

'riiiiu'  inii)()siiij^f  sulilinu-  snlcndor, 

Vapors  hlni;  i-nviron  peaks; 
'I'liinc  llic  sedge  and  lilies  slender 

Where  rcfreshinij;  walers  creep, 
(iusliinj.;  oft.  betwixt    the  clover, 

Parts  around  miniature  isk's, 
VVarltliiif;   birds  above  ihee  hover 

(Carols,  sumnicr's  lioiirs  be<^Mile. 

Southward  slri'tch  j^reen  plains  and  i  allle, 

Meecy  llocks  on  hillsidi-s  feed; 
Over  hi;;hways  wagons  rattle, 

hiawn  by  handsome  nu-ttled  steed, 
lleanly  llaunts  her  fairest  banners 

( )n  each  pathway  by  the  shore, 
l^abn  of  (lowers  o'er  thee  saunters, 

Ilii'h  aboxe  \'\v\  caides  soar. 

('ujiid  on  thy  margins  waken 

l,()\c  in  bosoms,  young  ;ind  gay; 
Plighted  tioths  beside  ihee  taken 

Last  still  spirits  pass  away. 
Mirth  and  music  charms,  enchanting 

I'lvery  nook  and  glen  explore; 
Crystals  over  pebbles  dancing, 

Swell  the  chorus  ever  more. 


W  lure,  ()  most  t-nchanting  river, 
Are  thy  Ab-o-rig- i-nes? 

Who  armed  with  bow  and  ([uivcr, 
i\o\c'd  by  thee  long  centuries; 
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'I'hcy  in  early  ages  named  thee, 

In  their  soft  and  mellow  tongue;      * 

And  thy  j^Ieasing  gardens  ^■>u\c<]  thee, 
Ages  after  to  be  sung. 

Taught  by  nature  self-reliance, 

Red  men's  courage  was  in  soul; 
When  their  war-whoops  bid  flefiance, 

Well  they  strove  to  win  the  goal. 
Ask  yon  sunset,  west  of  mountains, 

Ulazoning  gold  and  red; 
Ask  the  tints  on  lirnpifl  fountains, 

Where  their  light  canoe  has  fled. 

Where's  thy  dusl^  maids,  whose  magic 

Once  rejoiced  hill  and  dell; 
Why  desert  thy  banks  so  tragic, 

Never  more  on  them  to  dwell. 
Ask  thy  margins,  waters,  tresses, 

Where  lie  scattered  pearly  shell; 
Or  the  craggy  rocks'  recesses. 

Re-echoing  evening  bells, 

Where's  thy  Sachem,*  once  .so  gifted. 

Tense  to  very  fmger  tij^s; 
Fashioned  words  whi<;h  ever  sifted, 

VVis^lom  from  dilated  lips. 
Hearts  des)Wsing  chaff  of  malice 

Scorning  every  root  of  wrong, 
Spake  as  if  they  drank  from  chalice. 

Filled  at  the  fount  of  song, 

]iring  me  idioms  imromantic, 

Breathing  grief  in  every  strain. 
For  the  gales  in  tones  pathetic. 

Chant  for  them  a  sad  refrain, 

*  Logan, 
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Gone,  their  notes  ring  out  together, 
When  the  twilight  veils  the  glen; 

Whispers  low  among  the  heather, 
Seeking  everywhere  for  them. 

Gone,  as  if  some  loved  one  claiming, 

Forests  wild  ejaculate; 
Weirdly  calling,  lost  one's  naming, 

Swept  off  by  relentless  fate. 
Gone,  thy  borders  chime  together. 

And  thy  waves  repeat  the  same; 
Gone,  but  none  shalt  from  thee  sever, 

Hieroglyphic  of  their  fame. 
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KISKIMINE  TAS. 

How  beautiful  thy  margins, 

Shining  Kiskiminetas; 
When  Flora  comes,  renewing, 

Flowers  that  in  Eden  was. 

There  bloom  gems,  blue  and  bonny. 
Gracing  many  a  favored  spot; 

Beneath  sheltering  rushes, 
Opens  the  forget-me-not. 

There  the  violets  and  roses 

Nod  through  summer  hours. 
Love  making  tribal  beauties, 

Woo  and  wed  in  shady  bowers. 

Pansies,  and  the  buttercup, 

Bright  with  hope  in  youth's  fair  morn; 
Beautify  the  rivulets. 

Seeming  in  the  hillsides  born. 

Red,  white,  and  yellow  blossoms, 
Arching  boughs,  meadows  green, 

Embellish  slopes  and  valleys. 
Adds  enchantment  to  the  scene. 

While,  over  all  that  river. 

Naiads  seem  to  spread  perfume; 

And  voice  of  songsters  quiver. 
Caroling  mirthful  tune. 

Art,  never  yet  hath  painted. 

Landscapes  fairer  than  thine  has; 

May  beauty  long  beside  thee 
Live,  Oh !   Kiskiminetas. 
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Oh!    its  snowing  and  blowing, 
The  wild  winds  are  throwing, 

The  hurricane  far  and  wide; 
'l"he  forest  is  shaking, 
The  great  earth  is  quaking, 

And  higher  riseth  the  tide. 
Oh!   my  love's  one  hundred  leagues  away, 
And  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day. 

Out  on  the  Patapsco  river 
I  see  the  tall  masts  quiver; 

The  ships  rock  from  side  to  side; 
I  watch  the  hours  tlying, 
Ever  and  anon  trying, 

Phantoms  from  my  brain  to  drive. 
Oh  !    my  love's  one  hundred  leagues  away, 
And  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day. 

E'en  the  ceiling  and  rafter. 
Are  ringing  with  laughter, 

Ha\e  my  friends'  minds  gone  aside; 
( )h  !    it's  bewildering. 
The  old  folk  and  children, 

Add  to  my  torture  beside. 
Oh!    my  love's  one  hundred  leagues  away, 
And  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day. 

Oh  !   my  heart's  affrighted, 
1  fear  love's  benighted; 

Snowbound  on  some  dark  hill  side; 
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Maybe  a  rail  has  broken; 
Oh!   ain't  it  provoking, 

To  be  a  waiting  bride. 
Oh!   my  love's  one  hundred  leagues  away, 
And  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day. 

No  girl  should  ever,  ever, 
Make  such  a  promise  no;  never. 

While  by  Patapsco,  she  bides; 
To  join  hands  with  a  lover, 
While  the  winter's  above  her, 

And  he,  on  Ohio's  riverside. 
Oh!   my  love's  one  hundred  leagues  away. 
And  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day. 

My  eyes  are  dim  crying, 
Gales  everywhere  sighing. 

Seeming  me  to  deride; 
The  tempests  are  saying; 
Thy  lover's  delayi;ig; 

I  to  none  my  troubles  confide. 
Oh  !   my  love's  one  hundred  leagues  away. 
And  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day. 
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'The  (  liill  iii)iililan<l  will)  moiinlnins  i^rand, 

I  lalli  iir\ci'  a  cliaiin  lor  inc; 
1   low  IIk'  ])k'asanl  suiuiy  sliaml, 

Hordninj;  Mi'xican  sea, 
"I'is  llu'ii'  Apollo's  cai'  diviiu"; 

l''ollo\vs  blight  Aurora's  jiaiiiu-r, 
"Till  carlli  and  air  and  (xcaii  sliiiu'; 

Willi  dawn's  (.•Hidi^cnl  grandeur. 

'I'lu-  ('rrsccnl  city's  mystic  charms, 

Shows  types,  and  (igurcs,  oriental; 
I'hanlasma.;   chariots,  men  in  arms, 

Darts,  and    lances  transcendental. 
I'an,  Naiads;    phnm-d  -horses  i)rar.cnig; 

Near  C'upid,   I'syche,  and  Venus, 
Piping  fawns  and  nomads  tlancing; 

Kound  ( 'ouuis,  jove  and  liacihus. 

King  Collon,  he  i(.si<lelh  there, 

Rivaling  myths,  the  rest  nowhere; 
Mo  drives  across  the  fields,  whose  glare 

Seems  to  hide  a  hemisphere. 
Atlantic  shijis  whose  gtnde,  a  star, 

Kidi's  into  port,  deckeil  with  streamers; 
On  I'ather  of  Waters  from  afar. 

Comes  gliding  iialatial  steamers. 


I'ar  along  wide  esplanades, 

Through  summer's  long  procession; 
Ueauties  sublime,  what  magic  shades, 

LIsher  in  calm  succession. 
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'l"he  poplar,  plane,  and  pine, 

151cn(l  grateful  shades  together; 
Silver  leaves,  and  golden  vine, 

(lild  labyrinth  and  heather. 

IC'cn  the  cattle,  they  are  dapple; 

I'Mocks  and  herds  feed  on  the  ]jlain, 
lOnvironed  by  groves  of  pine  apple. 

And  Inseioiis  frnits  I  need  not  name. 
Southern  sf;enes  and  smiling  faces, 

In  visions  oft  remind  me. 
Of  the  wonders  and  the  graces, 

That  I  h;ive  lelt  behind  me. 

O'er  jjlateaus  green,  canz(jnet  rings, 

Symjjhonies  rich  and  mellow; 
Kvcry  branch  yields  harmonic  strings, 

Like  Kolian  harj)  and  cello, 
Round  Meche  Sebe,*  joyous  swells, 

(Jhime  at  sunrise  and  sunset; 
Vibrating  melodies  of  bells; 

Seem  to  sing  around  me  yet. 

The  (h'lta's  tides  break  in  f(;arn, 

As  oft  against  the  cliffs  they're  hurled; 
The  ebbing  seas  turn  ba(  k  and  roam, 

Where  currents  of  gulf  stream  are  whirled; 
The  voice  of  waves  enchanting  floats, 

Sweet  music  in  the  timeful  wind; 
Reminding  iis  of  Memnon  notes. 

That  once  to  morning  song  was  timed. 

And  stars  delight   in  summer  night, 
The  leveled  waves  in  calm  re[jose. 

Refulgence  bright,  a  silver  light, 
(llistens  where  the  current  flows, 

*  Meche  Sclje— the  Indian  name  of  the  .Mississippi  river. 
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While  fancy  holds  her  seat,  the  chimes 

Of  youth  I  will  remember; 
The  rhapsodies  of  Austral  climes, 

That  knoweth  not  December. 

Let  me  go  to  those  realms  again, 

My  home  under  the  rainbow; 
I  watched  it  when  scattering  rain. 

Pattered  on  my  chamber  window. 
Honeysuckles  climbed  the  casement, 

Within  it  was  my  cosy  nest: 
Sweet  Williams  circled  basement; 

I  always  loved  that  home  the  best. 

'Twas  built  among  the  orange  trees, 

In  offing  grew  palmettos  gay; 
Balm  sauntered  forth  on  summer  breeze, 

Flora  smiled  on  every  way. 
And  mocking  birds  in  tranquil  bowers, 

Sang  beneath  luxuriant  green; 
In  childhood  there  I  gathered  flowers, 

Wandering  lilies  white  between. 

Memory  calls  up,  aiid  ever  will. 

Paths  I  trod  in  earliest  year; 
They  ran  along  the  whispering  rill. 

Where  sipped  I  of  crystals  clear. 
There  first  I  heard  the  song  of  praise, 

That  nature  gave  to  limpid  stream; 
Oh  send  me  back  to  hear  the  lays 

And  live  in  an  unending  dream. 

Let  me  go  to  the  savanna. 

Sweet  with  aromatic  herb; 
Then  I'll  rove  fair  Louisiana, 

Where  enjoyments  are  superb. 
Oh  !   send  me  to  those  fairy  regions, 

I  wish  to  no  further  stray, 
Adieu,  chill  north;  Adieu,  frost's  legions, 

Eden's  garden  is  south  to-day. 
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SERAFHINE. 

Sing  muse,  now  sing,  of  Seraphine, 

The  child  of  Rhenish  hills; 
Let  music  soar  above  sublime, 

And  ring  like  laughing  rills. 

Child  of  the  grand,  romantic  strand. 

Beyond  the  furrowed  brine; 
Child  of  that  ancient  Fatherland, 

Where  gently  flows  the  Rhine. 

Her  youth  was  passed 'in  a  cottage  white, 

Around  were  orchards  tall; 
Which  shadows  cast   in  the  sunlight, 

Beyond  the  vine-clad  wall. 

She  sang  old  legends,  and  of  sprites, 

That  dwell  in  forest  shades; 
And  pictured  well  the  spirits  white, 

That  roam  in  lonely  glades. 

She  rambled  oft  along  the  shore 

Where  castles  tower  high; 
Above  the  stream  that  evermore, 

Rolls  rocky  fortress  by. 

She  sailed  in  a  ship  to  cross  the  sea. 

Industry  was  its  name: 
The  north  winds  blew,  and  wrecked  was  she, 

In  the  fierce  hurricane, 

Tempestuous  gales  shrieked  through  the  shrouds, 

The  masts  went  overboard. 
The  darkness  hovered  thick  in  clouds. 

And  loud  the  billows  roared. 


lOO  SERAPHINE. 

The  breakers  swept  the  vessel's  deck, 
The  keel  struck  on  the  strands; 

The  surging  waves,  left  ship  a  wreck. 
On  hidden  reefs  and  sands. 

She  sang,  when  billows  rt)lled  afar, 

And  lightning  arrowed  skies; 
She  sang,  when  whirlwinds  broke  the  spars. 

And  surges  loud  re])lies. 

Loud  was  her  voice  on  ocean  bed, 
Where  swept  the  foam  and  spray; 

And  sweet  when  all,  from  ship  had  fled, 
On  raft  a  castaway. 

She  sang  on  isles,  among  the  twigs, 
Where  moonbeams  faintly  fell; 

And  round  the  woodland's  bi-anching  sprigs, 
She  rung  the  anthem  well. 

At  break  of  day,  this  maiden  fair. 
Dashed  tear-drops  from  her  eyes. 

And  wrung  the  foam  from  auburn  hair. 
On  beach  where  billows  rise. 

Then  lo!   a  steamer  hove  in  sight; 

They  heard  her  voice  afar: 
They  bore  her  on  in  great  delight, 

Where  balmy  zephyrs  are. 

And  on,  and  on,  through  life  she  sang. 

So  sweet,  so  loud,  and  long; 
In  after  years,  like  romance  rang. 

The  music  of  her  song. 

Thrice  happy  she,  among  the  few, 
Whose  songs  shall  bring  reward, 

Should  Seraphine  this  page  review. 
She'll  bless  mysterious  bard. 
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ON  RECEIVING  A  BABY'S  PICTURE. 

And  who  art  thou,  with  dimpled  cheek? 
Ah  !    thy  snow  white  raiment  doth  bespeak; 

The  infant  balje  by  Castleman. 
A  few  short  years,  and  winter's  snow. 
Above  thy  head  shall  onward  flow; 

And  thou  shall  tread  the  earth  a  man. 

Then  let  each  sun  which  sets  in  west, 
Recall  a  day  thou  wert  caressed; 

In  childhood  by  a  mother's  love. 
For  her  let  smiles  bear  loving  glance. 
As  on,  and  on,  you  shall  advance 

Through  life,  and  earthly  wilds  you  rove. 

Let  wisdom  well  to  thee,  unfold 
Her  treasures,  brighter  far  than  gold; 

May  genius  beam  upon  thy  heart. 
To  help  thee  fathom  depth  and  hight; 
Let  worthy  aims  be  thy  delight; 

To  thee  may  health  the  fire  impart. 

For  search  shall  l)ring  thy  Ijfe  a  prize, 
And  make  thee  grateful,  good,  and  wise. 

When  hoary  locks  shall  mantle  brow; 
Let  step  be  firm,  as  father's  were. 
When  first  he  met  a  damsel  fair. 

Where  Castleman  is  rolling  now. 
I 
On  banks  that  nym])]i,  whose  cheeks  disclose 
The  Idy  white,  and  blushing  rose; 

Whose  song  so  sweetly  soars  in  flight. 
Its  echoes  shaped  the  world  to  please; 
Each  cadence  kissed  the  laughing  breeze; 

In  rapture  lost  was  youthful  knight. 
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THE    'SOUTHERN    YOUTH'S    DECLAMATION, 

'Twas  midnight,  when  the  trumpet's  martial  strains 

Rang  warlike  notes  on  Southern  plains; 

And  skies  rang,  with  the  clang,  of  artillery  trains. 

Ere  morn,  each  maiden's  eye,  blazed  defiance; 
For  them  we  drew  the  sword,  and  flung  the  lance, 
To  meet  in  fray  every  courser  pranced. 

E'en  from  their  nostrils  went  a  fiery  breath; 
Each  rider  sought  to  win  his  land  a  wreath. 
Though  he  should  reap  it  on  the  field  of  death. 

On  plains,  on  shores,  the  battle  shouts  resound; 
Yon  mighty  sea,  returned  the  echo's  bound. 
Then  from  our  ranks  flashed  glory  all  around. 

We  reared  our  flag  where  stood  plumed  ranks  in  might. 
And  waved  its  folds  in  the  terrific  fight, 
Around  it  long  we  battled  for  our  right. 

We  mustered  oft  beneath  the  morning  star, 
When  peals  of  cannon,  hurling  shot  afar, 
Eclipsed  the  hum  of  hosts,  and  elating  car. 

When  bombs,  in  mid-air,  loomed  with  aspect  dire, 
And  broke  the  night,  with  meteor  rays  of  fire. 
Defiance  rang,  on  every  Southern  lyre. 

It  mingled  with  the  loud  guns'  mighty  roar, 
On  field  of  carnage,  where  weltering  in  gore, 
Lay  warrior  men,  whose  days  of  strife  were  o'er. 
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Now  the  bugle's  call  is  hushed   in  our  land, 

But  granite  pillars,  whose  epitaphs  shall  band     • 

The  world,  mark  where  our  braves  lie  'neath  the  sand. 

While  o'er  their  tombs  shall  smile  the  morning  ray,     / 
While  planets  roll,  in  their  celestial  way, 
Honor  shall  guard  where  lie  the  men  in  grey. 

Long  as  above  shall  stand  yon  vaulted  sky, 
And  round  us.  Southern  lands  and  waters  lie, 
We  shall  rejoice  to  own  such  ancestry. 
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REMEMBER   OUR  SIRES. 

Kcnienilicr  our  sires. 
Who  biiihli'd  tlic  flics, 
And  awakened  the  lyres. 
That  insi)ired  with  freedom,  mankind, 
Kenu'inher  the  swell, 
Of  liberty's  bell. 
Whose  transports  the  empyrean  lined, 

Down  thron,L(h  a  century  comes. the  reply, 
I'A'cr  keep  sacred  the  l'\)urth  of  July! 

Superb  was  the  morninL,^ 
To  tyrants  a  warnini;. 
When  freemen  were  scorning. 
And  their  i)laudits  to  heaven  upcnrled; 
Ivvch  patriot's  heart, 
Bade  foemen  depart; 
Their  maj^ical  notes  thrilled  a  world. 

Down  throuj;li  a  century  comes  the  reply 
l'-\er  keep  sacred  (he  I'Ourth  of  July. 

l.et  banners  be  raised. 
Let  the  honored  be  praised, 
While  the  welkin  bla/ed, 
Our  years  high  noon'  illumines  the  sky. 
liring  trumpet  and  cymbal. 
Bring  lute  and  the  trimbrel. 
Musical  raptures  commingle  on  higii. 

Down  through  a  century  (  omes  the  reply, 
ICver  kee])  sacred  the  i''ourth  of  July. 


REMEMBER    OUR   SIRES. 

On  tlirough  ages  hoary, 
Typical  of  glory, 
Youths  shall  sing  the  story, 
Echoing  hills,  and  woods  rejoicing; 
Combining  love  and  duty. 
Wedding  mirth  and  beauty, 
Columbia's  valleys  gladdening. 

As  on  thro'  centuries  comes  the  re-i)ly, 
Ever  keep  sacred  the  Fourth  of  July. 
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THE  ARK  AND   THE  DOVE^' 

The  iiiorninL;  was  glorious,  behind  the  liigh  seas, 

Cjalhint    ban[ues    spread     their    canvas,    to    gales    anil     the 

bree/e; 
'I'hey  were  leil  in  the  day,  l)y  an  orbit  of  fire, 
Every  star,  in  the  evening,  api)ears  to  inspire. 

And  yon  moon,  that  rolls  nightly  across  spangled  skies, 
O'er    the    main    threw   its   beams,   where   the  argent  waves 

rise; 
And  each  mariner's  eye  scans  the  compass  and  path, 
l''ar  around  them  the  ocean,  seemed  joyous  to  laugh. 

The  sun  stood  in  the  zenith,  and  silent  the  shore. 
When  the  good  vessels,  that  sped  the  salt  billows  o'er; 
With  the  matron,  the  stripling,  and  maidens  so  gay; 
Reefed  sail,  and  hove  anchor,  in  Chesapeake's  bay. 

bearing  youths,  in  whose  bosom  was  lit  freedom's  flame; 
And  fair  nymphs,  in  whose  hearts  was  a  spark  of  the  same; 
\\'ith  the  dames  who  are  storied,  on  history's  ])ages, 
And  by  them  worthy  chieftains,  and  wisest  of  sages. 

No  proud  banners  at  mi/./en  top,  blazons  the  sun; 
Not  a  sound  of  a  trumpet,  a  cymbal  or  drum; 
l?y  the  shore,  where  the  beauties  of  nature  increase; 
Stood  the  Ark,  and  the  Hove,  on  a  mission  of  peace. 

And  the  murmuring  wave  resteil  calmly  asleep, 

I'or  the  tempest  was  still,  on  the  Chesapeake's  ileep; 

*  The   Ark   and    Dove,  were    the    vessels    ol"    I.oid    Haltiniore  that 
biouirht  his  colonv  to  Maivlaiul. 
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I'ut  their  hymns,  in  the  air,  with  the  anthem's  refrain, 
Rose  above  the  still  waters,  the  forest  and  ])lain. 

And  it  charmed  dusky  maidens,  a  fairy  like  throng. 
Who  in  gro\es  list  delighted,  to  the  ])ale  faces'  song; 
Even  caught  up,  sweet  echoes,  around  them  that  fell, 
Gaily  sang  their  new  carols,  in  woodland  and  dell. 

The  red  sons  of  the  forest,  enraptured  lent  ear, 
To  the  chorus  that's  wafted  in  air,  far  and  near; 
It  was  heard  in  the  morning,  amid  the  wild  flowers, 
At  noontide  in  the  vales,  and  at  eve  in  the  bowers. 

Oh  yes!   voices  still  float  in  the  zephyr's  soft  breeze, 
Magic  chants  ever  soar  in  the  gales  of  the  seas; 
When  the  dash  of  the  ocean  s])reads  far  with  the  foam. 
Then  we  hear,  silver  tones,  v^'here  the  white  surges  roam. 

They  re-echo  the  sound  of  the  wild  bounding  main. 
And  sing  glees  in  the  branches,  and  leaflets  again; 
Mingling  notes  with  the  bells,  as  they  call  from  the  spires, 
Where  their  children  still  honor  the  land  of  their  sires. 

Yet  to-day,  with  enchantment,  they  list  to  the  roar 
Of  the  surf,  as  it  swells  on  the  sands  of  the  shore; 
And  the  music  or  waves  rings  its  magical  spell. 
Hurling  back  the  sweet  anthems  that  over  it  fell. 

May  the  same  spirit  live  in  their  sons,  and  ins])ire 
Them  to  guard  the  bright  gem,  and  still  cherish  the  fire; 
As  it  burned  in  their  father's  first  hymnals  of  love, 
When  they  fell  on  the  plains,  they  were  answered  above. 

Let  the  rays  of  yon  sun  gild  the  column's  high  crest. 
And  their  base  mark  where  pioneers'  ashes  still  rest; 
While  the  cyjjress  and  bay  shall  adorn  where  they  sleep. 
Our  proud  emblem  of  three,  shall  expand  on  the  deep. 
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Swci'ii  (111,  swci'])  on.  lo  ocean's  blue, 

KoiiKuil  i<-    M  iianiiclii ; 
As  when  llic  red  nu'ii's  li,L;lil  cniior 

W'iis  laiiiK  lied  I'lrst  on  llu'c. 

I  ,oii,l;  ;i,l;i's,  .iIUt  ;il;i"s  Ioiil;, 

Tlu'ir  sliatlc  on  wains  cast, 
.And  llun,L;s  llial  oiiic  did  by  yon  lliront^, 

.\\v  lading  in  llic  jiasl. 

Wlu'ie  sU'ii  llir  i)louL;hin^'  steeds  and  boy, 

( )ii(  ('  sttxid  the  I'oresl  shade. 
Crossed  b\    llie  (rail  of  1  ro(|iiois, 

'I'lial    liuiiled  on  I  lie  ;;la(U'. 

Or  took  the  rinds  ol  birchen  tree; 

'I'o  build    tlu'  s\v  i  It  clieinnni;. 
W  lii(  h  did  across  thy  ciirieiils  llet", 

When  ail   itsell'was  voiinij. 

I'ny ieldini;  rocks  and  bliiU's  bci^iiile, 

'I'hv  \va\es  lontinual  s\vi't"i>; 
\\'hich  parts  aroniid  the  heathr\-  isles. 
I'hat   iiiai  k  t  h\-  course  to  dei'p. 


To  thee  iVoin  I'.runswick  rural  (  hariii, 
A  thousand  streainU-ts  ulide; 

All  ionrne\  (Ui  to  ocean's  arm, 
With  e\  ei\  ebbing  tide. 

A  livci   in  Nc-w    l!i  imsw  ii  k  ,  < ':in:i<!;i . 
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'riiy  crystals  gaLlicr  in  wildwood, 

VVlicrc  (lews  ofniglU  distill; 
There  wigwams  for  <;enturies  stocxl, 

And  Indians  wander  still. 

Once  dark -browed  maidens  tripjied  alonf^ 

Thy  hanks  in  joyous  glee, 
'i'hcn  l)r;iml)les  hid  I  lie  jjartridge  throng, 

And  wild  (lowers,  busy  bee. 

Time  never  ciin  to  forest  (  hild, 

Such  bliss  again  restore. 
As  when  their  hunters  swe|)t  the  wild. 

And  moose  sped  on  before. 

Then  nature  chanted  symphonies, 

Weird,  magical,  sublime; 
Thy  groves  to  aborigines, 

Were  realms  almost  divine. 

'l"hy  synonyme  for  ever  breathe 

The  accents  of  their  tongue. 
Thy  borders  ;dvv;iys  sh;dl  beipK'ath 

Tales  W(jrthy  to  bi,'  sung. 

Sweep  on,  thro'  forest,  glade  and  glens, 

Romantic  Miramichi, 
As  wlu'U  the  stalwart  Julini:ns, 

Pro'.id  owners  were  oi  thee. 

They  lived  and  lo\cd  on  vale  and  hill. 

They  swept  thy  shore  in  chase. 
And  fearless  rang  the  warvvhoo])  shrill. 

Ere  whites  did  them  dis])lace. 

Their  allar,  sacred  once  to  llame, 
y\  disc  on  valley  rests, 
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Rcconlrth  Shi])  rx-llrrophon  cMino,* 
'I'o  nndiov  on  thy  cicsl. 

Tradilidu  tells  ol  siMinrn  five, 

Who  rowH'd  the  ,ni,!_;'  ashore; 
Krtl  warriors  caitturod  them  alive, — 

On  lliat  stone  burned  four. 

Beside  that  pyre,  a  storied  dame, 
One  eaptive  (  laimed,  her  boon; 

A  Nimrod,  mighty  he  became, 
lu"e  passed  bv  three  moons. 

Scarce  was  the  embers'  smouldering  lire; 

I^xtinguished  on  that  lock. 
Wheii  i)ale  lace  ire,  with  tumult  dire, 

Woke  i)la.ins  with  lannon  shock. 

l"',ach  voice,  vindictive  \engeance  calls; 

Again  the  I'oe  meet  toe. 
And  lire  encircles  chapel's  walls, 

'The  llames  with  liiry  glow. 

l''roni  out  llu-  windows,  arrows  lly, 
Thai  bla/ing,  sweep  the  field; 

While  curling  wreaths  ol"  smoke  in  sky, 
Appear  to  lieaxen  shield. 

The  hollow  tower,  that's  piercing  air. 

Tottering  with  the  liell, 
A  reiiuiem  rings  amid  the  glare, 

I'"alls  with  lament  \\\\i  knell. 


*  (liiclui-  was  taken  on  llic  i^tli  day  of  September,  1759,  and  the 
Ship  HclU-iophon  was  detailed  to  bear  the  remains  of  I'.rnM  Wolfe  to 
Halifax  foi  inleiiiient. 


MfRAMICni.  J  I  I 

Each  frenzied  wliite,  in  wild  deligjit, 

])Ore  a  fallen  anj^el's  form; 
And  even  mused  in  visions  bright, 

]f  hades  was  half  as  warm. 

Devoid  of  sympathetic  thought, 

Or  reason's  calm  control, 
Revenge  they  to  the  red  men  taught; 

First  sentiment  in  scjul. 

No  Caucasian  dares  declaim, 

His  dogmas  on  that  spot; 
For  every  breeze,  around  proclaim, 

A  weird  forget  me  not. 

In  days  gone  by,  the  wild  alarm; 

Of  fire  in  forest  shades,* 
Confusion  sj^read  on  every  farm, 

'Mong  settlers  on  thy  glades. 

Then  smoking  columns  touched  the  sky, 

And  ashes  fell  in  showers; 
While  burning  brands  and  cinders  fly, 

In  fury  from  thy  bowers. 

Then  every  crevice  in  the  rocks 

Was  sending  serpents  forth. 
And  forest  denizens  in  flocks. 

Were  fleeing  from  the  North. 

As  thunderbolt  on  thunderbolt. 

And  crashes  rent  the  air; 
Tornadoes  seemed  the  earth  to  jolt, 

With  flashes  es'crywhere. 

*The  great  fire  occurred  on  the  borders  of  the  Miramichi  River  on 
the  6th  of  October,  1825. 
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'I'cmpcsLiioiis  winds,  frcjiii  lioreal  liall, 
Came  driving  thrcj'  the  wood; 

Ik'fore  which  stately  forests  fall, 
Whose  llanie  dries  up  llie  Hood. 

And  whirling  on  red  hisses  bound, 
With  tongues  of  lire  in  smoke, 

Which  left  a  (  han:oal  hed  thy  ground, 
Kuin  wra])l  the  l)ir(  h  and  oak. 

Stilf  with  amaze  lieholders  stand, 
And  viewed  the  darkened  skies, 

And  bended  knees  sank  low  in  sand, 
'That's  wet  with  swimming  eyes. 

The  red  hot  fires  fell  dusky  pines 
That  stood  an  hundred  year; 

Its  j)ath  was  a  dismantled  bne, 
Wlii(  h  made  thy  valley  drear. 

I'Or  whirlwinds  drove  ihe  llames  to  sea. 
And  k'ft  a  blackened  shore; 

\Vlii(  h  the  bold  hand  of  destiny, 
llad  ne\ei   wrei  ked  in  yore. 

Sweep  on,  sweep  on,  towards  the  brine, 

Romantic  Miramit  hi; 
The  silver  moon  shall  on  thee  shine, 

While  tides  roll  up  iVom  sea. 

I'rom  ui)land  springs  to  C'hatham  town, 
Thy  sea  green  waters  sweep; 

To  mingle  with  waves  of  renown. 
That  feeds  Atlantic  deej). 
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Above  you  gleam  the  morning's  beam, 

Which  mirth  and  beauty  hail; 
Whose  dazzling  lustres  brighten  stream, 

Where  drives  the  unreefed  sail. 

Beside  thee  Celt  and  Saxon  dwell, 

Their  homes  adorn  the  leas; 
From  tapering  towers,  church  going  bells, 

Send  music  on  the  breeze. 

When  summer  looks  on  furrowed  fields. 

They  teem  with  golden  grain; 
And  gladdens  with  its  shining  shield, 

All  beauties  on  thy  plain. 

When  setting  sun, •receding  West. 

Illumines  harvest- sheaves. 
It  scans  a  realm  by  nature  blest. 

Where  wonders  interweave. 

Soon  as  the  storms  of  winter  blow. 

Across  Kanata's  vales, 
Vast  forests  stand  in  fields  of  snow, 

,\nd  quiver  in  the  gales. 

On  highways  sing  the  sleighing  bells. 

Where  fjills  the  fleecy  snow; 
Their  music  rings  among  the  dells. 

As  swiftly  on  they  go. 

The  dingling  shells  of  jingling  bells. 

On  prancing  steeds  reply; 
Their  tingling  s])ells  and  mingling  swells, — 

Sends  echoes  into  sky. 

While  Arctic  frosts  are  reigning  king. 

Ice  covers  water's  flow; 
Then  in  the  woods  sharp  axes  ring. 

That  fell  the  nine  trees  low. 
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At  eventide  wlu-n  jj;l()\vinL(  I'lres 

I  .iglit  ii]>  t  he  (  ()tt.ii;'e  \v;il  1, 
In  oaken  eliair,  the  hardy  sire, 

Reigns  chief  within  the  hall. 

"I'is  there  you  see  tlu'  mother  smile, 
While  merry  (  hihlren  i)lay; 

Mysterious  legends  hours  beguile, 
And  thus  they  end  the  day. 

Roll  on  tliy  waves,  through  sylvan  shades. 

Romantic  river  roll. 
As  when  red  braxes,  and  dusk)'  maids, 

1  )id  o\er  \alley  stroll. 

Roll  on  bitwci'n  thy  margins  green; 

Riki'  I  inie  l'ore\  er  roll ; 
Three  limes  Ihirti'cn  years  inti'rvene. 

Since  1  parti'd  Irom  ihv  knoll. 

While  snow  and  rain  shall  gladden  plain. 

.\nd  waters  glide  to  sea, 
'Thy  mellow  name  shall  tell  thy  tame. 

Romantic  Miramichi. 
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DRJiAMS. 

1 1  id  lioin  iiic  clianns  once  I  (  licrishcd, 
J5iit  rupture  of  mind  li.itli  not  fled; 

Some  worlflly  haiibles  iii;i.y  liiivc  perished, 
Vt\\\.  Hope's  fair  flower  is  never  dead. 

I  hear  sweet  music  in  my  dreuins, 
l'/n<'ha'ntcd  words  it  bears  to  me; 

In  1  Jill  my  slec])  the  vision  j^leams, 
New  glories  spi^adinf,'  far  1  see. 

I  hear  the  laugh,  I  hear  the  song. 

As  if  it  were  on  fairy  phiins; 
Unnumbered  hiirmoni(;s  prolong, 

There  n(;vcr  ending  music  reigns. 

'I'here  every  bcjuity  wreathes  the  bowers. 
Rare  myrtles  in  the  gardens  grow. 

And  <;ornet  strains  in  unmeasured  hours, 
Mingle  with  accents  sweet  and  1(jw. 

(llory  unseen  my  vision  fdls, 

VVhi(  li  poet's  raptures  never  sung; 

There  goldefi  sands  roll  down  the  rills, 
And  rubies  on  their  berls  are  flung. 

And  tlius  I  scan  the  realms  of  sleej), 

I  cannot  measure  one  by  one; 
'I'hey  hidden  are  in  labyrinths  deep 

I'or  morning  has  returned  tlic  sun. 
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DA  YBREAK. 

Orient  aureates  lustres  were  starting, 

Brighter  and  brighter  its  gold  and  its  red, 

Charms  of  the  morning,  around  me  were  darting. 
Gilding  the  gardens  were  geraniums  wed. 

Orchards  magnificent  threw  branches  to  heaven, 
A])i)les  were  peeping  through  sylvany  folds; 

Fairer  than  olives  to  ])aradise  given, 

Colored  with  scarlet  and  tinged  with  gold. 

Goblets  of  ])earl  stood  by  dew  dripjiing  fountain. 
Overflowed  with  draughts,  purer  than  wine; 

Tempting  the  mortals  from  hillside  and  mountain. 
nt)wn  to  the  \alleys,  seeming  divine. 

There  all  the  hearts  of  the  flowers  sprang  open. 
Zephyrs  bore  balm  over  carpeted  plain; 

Naught  but  the  songs  of  sweet  warblers  were  spoken, 
Melodies  glorious  everywhere  reign. 

Language  would  fail  me  such  harmonies  telling. 
Music  one  symjjhony  never  could  speak; 

Every  cadence  and  measure  i)arted  in  swelling. 
Charming  the  ears  with  their  raptures  complete. 

Breathing  true  love  and  bewitching  each  charmer. 

Every  eye  flashed  the  starlight  in  air; 
Cupid  there  wandered,  liearing  his  armor, 

Glittering  arrows  his  cjuiver  did  bear. 

Even  his  bow  like  a  crescent  was  bending, 
Opening  wounds,  l)ut  no  crimson  was  seen; 

Within  and  without  all  beauties  are  blending, 
(iazing  intently  I  woke  from  my  dream. 
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THE  SE  VENTET  DA  Y. 

MORNING. 

Ere  the  harbingers  of  sunrise  glisten, 

Long  before  ajjpears  the  king  of  days, 
Shades  of  night  retreating,  halt  and  listen, 

To  the  resonance  of  hallowed  ])raise; 
When  the  notes  of  sacred  songs  are  stealing. 

Out  u])on  the  listless  silent  air; 
Many  by  the  holy  shrines  are  kneeling, 

Offering  up  their  morning  prayer. 

N()(  IN. 

When  the  noonday  sun  is  lustre  throwing 

Far  around  on  hemis|)here  below; 
Gilding  rivulets  and  rivers  flowing 

Seaward,  rolling  never  ceasing  flow; 
Even  then  beneath  refulgent  sjjlendor, 

When  the  light  of  heaven  hath  possession, 
Out  of  life's  unresting  sea  voices  render 

Praise  and  jjrayerful  intercession. 

KVKNlNf;. 

Twilight  veil  is  fading  fast,  a  fading, 

Wrapping  all  in  gloomy  shades  of  night, 
And  the  evening  star  ])eeps  thro'  the  shading, 

Looking  down  u])on  the  sombre  sight; 
From  the  hallow  spires  again  is  jjealing, 

Harmonies  of  Sabbath  evening  chimes; 
Lips  of  age  and  youth  are  anthems  sealing, 

Angels  hearken  at  the  day's  decline. 
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THE  POETS  SONG. 

Come  muse,  and  sing  the  poet's  song. 

The  bard  is  roaming  hill; 
Where  reveries  enchanting  throng, 

The  mind  with  visions  fill. 

He  gathers  notes  sweet  voices  sing 

And  laughing  lip  replies, 
Whose  intonations  gaily  ring 

Their  numbers  in  the  skies. 

He  beauty  blends  surpassing  earth, 

For  the  universe  smiled; 
When  Phcebus,  the  morn  of  his  birth. 

Blessed  poetical  child. 

In  youth  he  sang  of  blithesome  s]:)ring, 

And  of  Aurora's  rays; 
He  loved  to  sing  and  gladness  ring, 

His  lyre  rang  forth  the  lays. 

And  when  his  thoughts  inspired  his  pen. 

He  writ  of  summer's  glow; 
And  painted  daisies  in  the  glen. 

And  budding  beauties  show. 

He  interwove  with  fairest  flowers 

The  mocking  bird's  reply; 
And  placed  in  rhyme  the  evening  hours, 

When  twilight  curtains  sky. 


THE   POET'S   SONG.  l\<) 

He  pictured  morn,  and  youths  at  play 

Beneath  the  orchards  tall; 
Which  shadows  cast  in  sunny  days, 
•   Beyond  the  vine-clad  wall. 

He  shows  the  loving  mother  mild, 

Blue-eyed  with  auburn  hair; 
With  arms  around  her  darling  child, 

So. comely  and  so  fair. 

He  drew  the  father  and  the  boy, 

With  many  a  ha])py  day; 
And  home-like  scenes,  without  alloy. 

The  matchless  daughters  gay. 

Described  the  scenes  in  far  off  land, 

Where  rustic  lovers  stray; 
That's  promenading  hand  in  hand. 

And  strolling  every  way. 

Where  Cupid,  watching  from  the  trees, 

Armed  with  a  bended  bow; 
Where  youth's  infatuation  interweaves 

Falls  the  well  aimed  arrow. 

He  sang  of  the  romantic  leas, 

All  vernal  beauties  show; 
Then  painted  Nejjtune  riding  seas. 

Where  tempests  wildly  blow. 

When  martial  strains  broke  on  his  ear. 

He  sung  aloud  of  Mars; 
Measuring  numbers,  soft  and  clear. 

Revolving  like  the  stars. 


I20  THE    POET'S  SONG. 

A  world  of  wonders  he  unfolds 

Upon  terrestrial  ball; 
And  rubies  seek,  their  worth  untold, 

And  finds  a  place  for  all. 

He  sani^  of  niouiitains  towerint;  high. 
Of  cliffs  and  rugged  rocks; 

And  pleasing  slopes  that  round  them  lie, 
Where  she[)herds  feed  their  flocks. 

He  sang  of  pur])le  and  the  gold, 
Thq  rainbow's  arch  adorning. 

And  its  beauty  when  extolled, 
Ri\alled  tints  of  morning. 

In  age  he  sang  of  where  he  roved. 
And  jiictured  lovely  sights; 

And  of  true  friends  and  those  he  loved, 
And  of  boyhood's  delights. 

And  of  abodes  that  brighter  still. 
Where  eternal  glories  reign. 

Excelling  all,  for  angel's  fdl, 

Those  realms  no  tongue  can  name. 

He  sang  of  an  infinite  hand, 
Which  grasps  supernal  space; 

And  of  Omnipotence,  which  spanned. 
The  realms  which  ]ilanets  trace. 

And  when  he  quit  the  world,  it  sang 

His  euphonies  so  long. 
That  lore  in  after  ages  rang 

With  the  music  of  his  somr. 
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THE  POETS  O  J' IN  J  ON  OE  LOVE. 

How  could  a  I'oct's  pen  insjjire, 

Had  he  not  felt  the  inward  fire 

Of  Love;  and  from  his  heart-strings  leaped  sighs, 
When  love's  returned  by  witching  eyes, 
That  wrapt  his  soul  in  sweet  surprise. 

How  could  a  line  with  inspiration  beam. 
Or  soaring  thoughts  sweqp  lands  of  dream, 
Reap  rubies  of  its  own  creating; 
Had  not  heaven,  and  earth,  been  mating. 
Where  Love  and  beauty  stood  in  waiting. 

Each  honest  heart  attraction  finds, 

Like  magnets  together,  true  minds 
Are  drawn,  in  each  a  gem  shall  glow. 
More  resplendent  than  sunlight  flow. 
Renewing  Paradise  below. 

Cupid  seeks  the  canojjied  bowers, 
Where  bloom  affection's  rarest  flowers. 

Blessed  with  dews  from  lawns  above; 

There  he  bestrews  the  darts  of  love, 

In  bosom  of  the  blushing  dove. 

Mortals  have  painted  Cupid  blind. 
They  had  not  eyes,  nor  balanced  mind; 
Love  needs  both  judgment  and  good  taste, 
Truth  and  gentleness,  pure  and  chaste, 
And  should  not  be  displayed  in  haste. 


IJ2  THE    rOET^S    0/'/A70A'   OE   LOVE 

Love  needs  both  wint^'s  and  watchful  eyes, 

Not  to  be  taken  by  surprise; 

A  brain  with  purest  knowledi;e  fdled, 
And  hands  in  many  an  art  well  skilled, 
A  cheerful  face,  a  heart  good  willed. 

So  that  when  fortune  round  shall  tlow, 
And  on  green  banks  new  lilies  grow, 
'Twill  aim  i)erfection  for  to  sj^read. 
And  rid  the  land  to  virtue  wed, 
Of  aimless  minds,  and  eyeless  head. 

Or  when  on  troubled  billows  shaken, 
The  ship  in  storms  cannot  be  taken; 
Or  when  we  hear  the  trumpet's  tone. 
Meet  martial  music  with  our  own, 
Then  few  will  tread  this  earth  alone. 
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'THE  J' GETS  PAJNTING. 

Blithe  poets  often  dream  and  sing, 
And  l)cauties  paint  of  rosy  s])ring; 

Show  vernal  vales  and  youths  a  Maying, 
Picturing  slopes  of  flowery  hills, 
Wliere  scjftly   murmur  winding  rills, 

Through  meadows  where  the  lambkins  jtlaying. 

Makes  fair  as  day  the  summer  night, 
When  moonbeams  flill  their  mellow  light; 

And  sing  of  rustic  youths  delaying 
Where  faintly  rise  t+ie  lover's  sighs; 
How  Cupid's  arrows  swiftly  flies. 

When  love  begins  in  joyous  straying. 

He  rhymeth  how  affections  grow, 
Hears  whisj)ers  soft,  accented  low; 

Divining  thoughts  that  each  are  weighing; 
He  brightens  morn,  when  friends  are  by. 
Portrays  the  lovers,  fair  and  shy; 

Who  list  to  what  the  jmrson's  saying. 

He  [jaints  upon  the  finger  flung, 
A  band  of  gold  that's  ever  young; 

The  warmth  from  heart  'neath  circle  playing, 
No  flowers  of  May,  nor  sweets  of  June, 
(^an  equal  that  endearing  boon; 

His  pen  reflects  the  gems  inlaying. 

He  pictures  home  a  cottage  bright, 
Where  ever  loving  hearts  unite; 

With  cheer  and  pleasure  love  arraying 
In  hours  of  joy  and  perfect  bliss; 
They  still  recall  the  moonlight  kiss 

Remembering  they  once  went  Maying. 
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MVS  TKRJ  O  US  S  ONNE  TS. 

Hark!    I  hear  mysterious  sonnets, 
Waning  on  tlie  summer  l)reeze, 

'rurniiii,^  l)layfiilly  upon  it, 
l'ealin_L,r  loilh  alluriiis^  ijlees. 

IJeaiil  ifiilly  notes  are  ehanLjinc;; 

'I'ouchin.L;-  chords  th.il  sini;  sublime; 
Rich  and  sweet  the  carols  ranginij, 

Soar  aloft  in  mystic  chime. 

Listen,  trios  irossinL,^  meadows 
Rove  amid  the  ilowery  throng, 

Dancing  in  Ihe  lilies  shadows. 
Luring  as  the  siren's  song. 

Hush  !    'tis  chants  of  many  daughters, 
llreathing  joy  in  e\ery  strain, 

Mingling  with  the  voice  of  waters. 
That  is  coursing  down  the  jjlain. 

Joining  all  in  song  romantic, 

\V'eird  the  chorus  skimming  sky; 

Swelling  lo\e  with  charms  pathetic, 
'I'hrilling  ear  of  passer-by 


Song  shall  never  lose  it  j^ower. 
Where'er  footsteps  light  mav  go; 

Mirlh  would  tlee  from   worldly  bowers. 
If  tlie  cadence  ceased  to  llow. 
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adajWs  a  J'/' LI-:. 

Had  I  ii,  har{)  with  fliarnied  string, 
That  would  a  soul-like  rapture  sing, 
And  would  unknown  harmonies  ring; 

Or  ccjuld  my  n(jtes  awake  the  wire 
Whose  cords  shall  give  poetic  fire, 
Disj^lay  my  theme  and  grand  desire, 

V i\  whisijer  in  the  sweetest  rhyme. 
Portray  events  of  passing  time, 
Re-echoing  all  in  airs  sublime. 

'I'ell  Mother  Eve,  some  fruit  just  tasted, 
To  save  the  same  from  being  wasted, 
Some  rival  that  wicked  story  pasted. 

Hide  all  the  past  in  noble  swell. 
And  of  her  race  the  legends  tell, 

Th;it  proves  to  worlds  'twas  Adurn  fell. 

Convincing  all  that  this  soft  felhjw, 
Cfjuld  not  tell  red,  nor  green,  from  yellow, 
And  cried  whenever  cattle  bellow. 

That  wondrous  tale  I  wouhl  all  untie. 
Show  that  good  Eve  would  never  lie. 
Nor  one  of  her  descent,  Oh  fie  ! 
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ADAM  AND  EVE. 

The  records  of  (lie  world  since  time  bet^an, 
Afford  no  armiment,  l)ut  this  one  Adam; 
And  through  its  ruins,  we  still  can  him  trace: 
And  honor  him  as  first  of  human  race. 

The  seconil  much  more  imi)()rtant  was  Eve, 
She  ate  the  ai)])le  we  all  can  believe; 
The  art  of  tasting  learnt,  no  harm  was  meant, 
All  women  now  do  same  with  good  intent. 


TJfE  IRISHMAN'S  LAMENT. 

If  we  raise  just  one  wee  ]xirker,  'tis  so. 

For  rent  down  some  Englishman's  throat  he  must  go; 

'Tis  not  the  most  ])leasant  joke  for  to  crack, 

To  stamp  the  i>iggy  and  i)ass  him  for  a  greenback. 
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FTRST  AND  LAST  DISCUl  JiRlliS. 

Tlie  sun  shone  u])on  Cain,  a  ])hysician  first  of  tlic  band, 
He  caused  Abel  to  die,  and  discovered  Nod's  distant  land; 
A  second  Eve  found  he  there,  the  twain  l)ecame  one, 
And  when  considering  the  weather,  he  scanned  the  sun. 

Hill,  last  physician's  policy,  was  let  Abel  live. 
He  discovered  a  comet,  to  the  Sun,  first  news  give; 
The  Sun  presented  him  a  gold  medal  rich  and  rare. 
May  he  long  live',  his  much  honored  tribute  to  wear. 

It  was  wrote  on  this  medal,  and  enil)Iazoned  tliereon, 
A  hill,  u|K)n  it  Abel,  with  a  comet,  lighting  the  Sun. 
May  the  Sun;  with  comets  be  Abel,  'mong  hills,  to  shed  light; 
And  Hill  be  Abel  to  send  Comets  to  Sun  at  first  sight. 
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*  THE   COMET  VS.    GAREIELD. 

Hast  thou  watched  in  Heaven's  vaulted  spaces, 
And  saw  planets  moving  on  in  their  places; 
Found  ye  in  vast  expanse  a  comet's  fiery  tail, 
Heard  ye  a  lamenting  nation  wail? 

Was  it  placed  in  skies  to  be  a  sign 

Unknown  to  us,  and  fixed  by  hands  divine? 

If  comets  rule  by  destiny,  'tis  a  strange  fate; 

In  vain  will  rulers  sliun  siuh  orbs,  but  when  too  late. 

Statesmen  eternally  may  meet  in  granite  halls. 
Yet  by  some  mortal  aim  the  Chief  Magistrate  falls; 
He  no  longer  meets  the  cabinet  face  to  face, 
But  finds  beneath  a  stone  a  resting  place. 

His  name  will  live  on  History's  pages, 
His  virtues  be  admired  in  coming  ages: 
By  the  youths  of  our  land  and  by  its  sages, 
As  they  pass  in  review  on  Life's  seven  stages. 

Fill  his  place  with  men  honest  and  noted  for  wisdom. 
Each  stroke  preparing  you  to  withstand  coming  storm; 
Hold  fast  to  your  Government,  and  that  with  good  will. 
Be  known  to  the  world  the  land  of  freedom  still. 

*  The  ancients  supposed  the  appearance  of  comets  in  skies  denoted 
a  chanije  of  rulers  on  the  earth. 
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THE  BATTLE   OF  ANTIETAM. 

On  Antietam  I  gazed,  when  in  battle  array 
Met  full  ten  score  thousand  all  armed  for  the  fray; 
And  the  glitter  of  morn  on  their  vast  legions  played, 
Giving  lustre  to  eagles,  with  gold  overlaid. 

Like  a  forest  arose  polished  bayonets  of  steel; 

There  stood  coursers  whose  gallop  made  broad  meadows  reel; 

And  on  high  streamed  banners,  where  martial  drum  roll'd, 

As  the  cymbal  and  fife,  with  the  trumpets  all  told, 

Launched  defiance  far  over  waters  and  plain. 

Whence  the  clarion's  proud  echoes  hurled  back  the  refrain. 

Then  unsheathed  was  the  sabres,  and  dashing  of  steeds, 
Like  a  wave  on  the  ocean,  their  troopers  wild  speeds. 
And  the  footmen  came  down  from  the  knolls  and  the  ridge, 
Swiftly  marching  in  well  marshaled  ranks  to  the  bridge. 

On  that  charge  swept  the  valiant  of  a  numberless  host, 
Each  well  laying  the  grappling  for  a  victory's  boast; 
And  the  boom  from,  the  guns  on  the  clattering  car, 
Went  resounding  their  ])eals  thro'  the  valleys  afar. 
Leaping  thence  they  redoubled  their  fury  on  high, 
In  the  corners  of  earth  fiercely  clamors  reply. 

When  the  smoke  veiled  Heaven,  terrific  the  roar, 
But  bright  was  the  darkness  where  red  rockets  soar; 
From  the  rifles  fell  hail,  from  the  mortars  leapt  shell. 
And  grim  death  reaped  a  harvest,  for  history  to  swell. 

Europe,  Asia,  and  farthermost  isle  looked  on 
Antietam,  the  end  of  that  conflict  to  see; 
9 


130 


rill'  HA'i'Ti.E  or  .-ixf/r/'Ai^r. 


,\iiil  llicii   Mildicr:.  ;niil  ;.l;i  Icsmcii  (!(•(  hiicd  ImIIIc  (Ii;i\vii, 
Nil  vitiiiiy  iiw;inliii;;   Mi  (   Icll.iii  m    l,cc. 

'I'lu'ic  iiK  I   iini'Jil   III  ;i  n.ilHiii,   il:-.  slicn)',lli  :iii(l   ils  inidc, 
And   llicii'  li;il  I  liiij',  Icll  w.ii  run;.,  ;inil  (  Incls  li\'  llicii  side; 
I', 'en   I  lie   n.unc  nl  I  lie   i  i\(i    wli  i<  li   wind:,  lino'    I  lir   |)l;i  in, 
I  ),.|li   Ioiv.Ii.hImw    the   li:i\(M    lli.il    Icll   li\    llic  :.,inii'. 

|,(i'    1   looked  on  lli;il   liclil.  wluii  llic  i|nccn  ol  nij^iil  droNC 
'I'hro'   llic  skies.  ;in<l  was  sc.innni!',  w  lien'  i  olmils  h.nl  strove. 
And   llicrc  l,i\   :.li,il  Ici  ('(l  (  olnnnr.  ol  w.n  slccds  ;ind   men. 
And  I  lie  sli  1  nn nc  1  in;^  sl.ii  lij'.iil  Icll  soil  I  y  on  I  hem. 

'I'here  ;ip|ic,ni'd  no|  ,i  dnn  ( nloicd  (  lond  on  llie  Mne, 
r>nl   lu'low   iMiini'.licd  Miinoi   w.c,  inslni;;  willi  dew; 
Not  ;i  soul  stiirin;;  nole  on  ;i  |inj;lc  was  sun).',, 
Nol  a   wlusner  w.i!.  lieanl  wlieic  llic  <  lash  of  aims  inn;',. 


Nol  a  iced   lrcinl>lcd  njion  llic  lr.un{ilcd   lidl.iilc; 

Nol  a  Inealli  ol  wind  llowcd  wlicic  the  li.illlc  slioiil  died; 

.Ml  was  silenl,  e.K  li  scnlrv    |i.ilii.llcd  hi',  lic.il. 

While  llic  liaiit|nil   Anlicl.ini  tolled  (Mi  al   iheir  leel. 


131 


TAcrnfRN. 

'I'cll   me  I  IiiiihIci  ';.  dci  rciiin^^  iomt, 
W'liin  ll:c  lij^litniiif^  (leaves  tlic  sky, 

And  llic  rain  in  torrents  ])()iir, 
( )r  when  wliirlvvin<ls  jiassiii/^'  liy. 

'I'ell  nie  in  yon  t  ra(  kless  way, 

Where  ye  roll  the  wondrous  sound ; 

Wlierc  tlic  (hv/,/linf4  arrows  jilay, 
][avi'   V  V'l't   a   liraveii    found? 

'I'el  I   hie   planets  hi(hh'n   lar, 

I  n  the  (h|)l  hs  unknown  to  eve; 

I  )olh  it,  liover  like  a,  star. 

Soar  above  all   worlds  on  hi/,^h? 

'Cell  nie  win^s  oflij^dit,  whose  ra,y 
l'ifr(  inj,'  farthest  verge  of  spai  e, 

Have  ye  foinid  eternal  day. 

Dwell  on  confmcs  whieh  yc-  rra(  e? 


Tell  nie  vaster  t  hin^^'s  t  lian  tliis; 

Seek  nie  realms  ot  brighter  birlii; 
'I'ell  nie  wjicre  the  soul  hath  bliss, 

When   it  passes  from  the  earth? 
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1  lislciK'd  l()ii;4  toa  stranger's  son^^s 
'I'lic  biircU'ii  (  anK-  from  lioinr; 

Ills  lirart  was  li.glit,  his  si)iriL  strong, 
l!ul  lar  his  niiis<'  d  iil  roam. 

lie  sang  of  I'jin's  vernal  vales, 
Anil  where  bright  waters  meet; 

Portrayed  in  rhyme  his  wond'rous  tales, 
No  land  to  him  so  sweet. 

drand  siglits,  said  he,  by  beach  are  seen, 
Wild  birds  the  liea\ens  wing, 

An<l  likt'  an  emerald   in  its  sheen, 
'I'lie  billows  round  her  (ding. 

A  jewel  in  the  ocean  sjjray 
That  fair  green  island  stands; 

While  granite  (  liffs  and  fortress  grey, 
Jsach  ]ia\i'n  doth  connnand. 

lie  pirturcd  glens  and  mountains  tall, 
Hrought  them  ftdl  near  my  \iew, 

.And  man\'  a  fount  and  walerlall, 
fed  with  raindrojis  and  dew. 

( )f  rocks  In-  sang,  that  co\t'nants  keep, 

And  lonely  dales  they  fdl; 
And  how  saxants,  those  landmarks  sei'k, 

l''or  glory  guards  them  still. 
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There  nature  spreads  her  flowers  fair, — 

Shamrocks  and  lilies  white, — 
Which  fill  with  fragrance  all  the  air. 

When  morning's  cleft  from  night. 

He  warriors  praised,  mighty  and  brave, 

Who  bore  the  lance  and  shield; 
And  told  how  P^rin  they  would  save, 

When  battling  on  the  field. 

Those  fearless  chieftains,  silent  sleep 

Within  abbeys  of  yore; 
And  the  Banshees  sit  by  the  deep. 

Wailing  them  evermore. 

He  sang  of  shafts  and  statues  fine. 

That  tower  in  each  town, 
Around  them  flung  memories  sublime; 

And  clothed  them  with  renown. 

Of  daughters  fair,  he  spake  with  pride, 

Their  tresses  all  aglow; 
No  traitor,  place  found  by  their  side, 

Or  where  her  banners  flow. 

His  anthem,  Erin's  blighted  isle, 

Recalled  a  j^ang  so  keen, 
E'en  nature  there  had  lost  its  smile, 

And  joy  no  more  was  seen. 

Then  sighs  bespoke  remembrance  wrong; — 

The  tears  flowed  down  his  cheek, — 
Her  glories  fled  he  told  in  song, — 

For  this  he  crossed  the  deep. 

The  harp  chords  ring  for  her  no  more 

In  Tara's  ancient  hall; 
l>ut  waves  rebound  against  the  shore; 

That  seem  to  hide  her  fall. 
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Then  sorrow  tinged  each  note  and  line;- 
His  face  had  lost  its  fire, — 

But  said  to-morrow  she  would  shine, 
And  ring  again  her  lyre. 

He  prayed  to  skies  her  star  would  rise, 

And  flash  anew  its  light; 
Her  sons  united,  brave  and  wise, 

Would  stand  again  for  right. . 

Before  him  then  that  isle  unfolds, 

Its  hills  with  azure  glow; 
And  wondrous  tales  of  love  he  told, 

Which  from  his  bosom  flow. 

He  saw  the  wood  where  he  delayed. 

To  see  his  source  of  joy; 
And  where  around  him  fairies  played, 

In  days  without  alloy. 

He  sang  of  heathers'  purpling  flume. 
Among  the  banks  and  braes, 

And  of  the  dainty  primrose  bloom. 
That  grow  along  the  ways. 

He  sang  of  all  that's  sweet  and  fair, — 

Of  damsels  good  to  see, — 
Of  hearth  and  home  and  friendship  rare; 

It  brought  delight  to  me. 

He  sang  of  her  that  he  loved  best; — 

Re-echoing  her  name, — 
He  praised  her  more  than  all  the  rest. 

And  spread  abroad  her  fame. 

Fairer  far,  than  his  native  isle, 
To  him  was  Erin's  daughters; 

He  never  met  so  sweet  a  smile. 
In  lands  beyond  the  waters. 
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THE    VALE   OF  IGNORANCE,  AND    THE   VALE 
OF  UNDERSTANDING. 

In  by -gone  days  a  worthy  youth, 
One  morning  went  in  search  of  truth, 
Briars  and  rue  the  wayside  marked, — 
At  every  crossing  the  small  dogs  barked, — 

At  rickety  carts  and  stubborn  donkey, 
Whose  owners  were  a  sort  of  being. 

With  brains  scarce  ecjual  Darwin's  monkey, — 
In  all  that  place  no  .two  agreeing. 

Though  politics  was  there  unknown, 
Each  resort  was  full  of  drones; 
The  mud  was  axle-deep  on  thoroughfares, 
The  traders  bought  and  sold  poor  wares; 
On  every  meadow  bloomed  tares. 
Each  hut  was  some  booby's  abode, — 
No  Socrates  had  gone  that  road. 

On  it  was  built  no  town  or  city, 

No  village  school,  with  chiming  bell; 
The  children  knew  no  song  nor  ditty. 

None  could  a  cheerful  story  tell: 
They  knew  not  A.  B.  C,  what  a  pity. 

The  youth  saw  in  each  dweller's  glance. 

This  was  the  vale  of  Ignorance. 

He  journeyed  on  where  two  ways  led 
In  front  a  blazing  signal  read, — 
Keep  to  the  right,  it  brought  him  joy, 
He  saw  the  road  bore  much  alloy, 
It  never  was  by  levels  rolled. 
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ThcR'  iiplunu'd  l)()ul(lcrs  si);ri"k.lc'(l  ^M)1<1, 
This  was  the  vale  of  Llnderstandinji,-, 
Art's  rudiments  was  there  ex])an(ling. 

'The  s(h()i)hiian,  s(  hohir  and   j^raduate, 
With  lin^nisls  and  )ihil(»s()|ihers  wait; 
(;e()U)gists,  {^'eometrists  and  gecgrapher. 
All  studied  beneath  the  oak  and  fir; 
C'lifl's  towering  high  ahove  the  jilain 
On  every  side  was  carved  name, 
Solon,  Plato,  and  Archimedes, 

l*'irdonsi,  Homer,  Virgil,  Ossian, 
Btirns,  Byron,  Moore',  and  Hemans;   these 

Clave  the  vale  musical  emotion. 

The  names  of  sa^■ants  long  since  dead. 
In  Hebrew,  (ireek,  and  Latin  read; 
Hosts  of  wise  men  writ  over  head, 
This  road  he  said  may  bring  relief. 
As  out  on  zephyrs  i)assed  his  grief; 

The  gentU'  winds  returned  a  sigh. 
And  like  an  omen,  weird  and  strange, 

Orange  and  olive  leaves  reply; 
'i'heir  \oice  in  branches  interchange. 

The  soimding  twigs  reverberate; 

i?e  content  for  'tis  thy  fate 

To  master  knowledge,  learn  and  wait. 

He  turned  to  a  stream  that  rolled  down 
J'"rom  a  tall  mount's  supernal  crown, 
Where  stands  a  temple  of  renown, 
O'crlooking  pinnacles  that  frown; 

He  crystals  asked  from  learning's  grange. 

Hast  thou  hid  in  thy  mystic  sand. 
The  kev  which  opens  science  door; 

'l"he  answering  crystals  thus  replied, 
As  ripples  dashed  against  the  shore, 

Prink  thou  of  the  exhaust  less  tide. 
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As  wise  men  has  done  ages  before, 
Onward,  ujnvard,  enter  the  gate, 
Whose  architraves  articulate;  I 

"Twill  thy  ultimatum  create 
All  things  ((jme  U)  those  who  learn  and  wait. 

He  goblet  dii)])ed   in  learning's  fountain, 
And  while  he  si])])ed,  he  saw  the  mountain. 
Above  which  rolled  noon's  trium])hant  car; 
Utterly  astonished,  gazing  far, 
He  said;   Oh!   sun,  grant  me  the  change, 
Ciive  fairest  gleams  the  valley  strange; 
Apollo  darted  forth  l)righter  rays 
Setting  the  hillsides  all  ablaze. 

The  pebbles  on  his  ])atHway  shone, 

Their  very  radiance  seemed  to  say; 
Thy  value  to  the  world  unknown. 

Let  naught  on  earth  thy  heart  dismay; 
All  nature,  even  the  inanimate, 
In  sybil  tones  reiterate, 
Youths  gathering  wisdom,  learn  and  wait, 
Time  registers  the  worthy  great. 
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ly/s/'.  A/ /CVS  SA  y/yc  on  j</ss/ng. 

When  llif  sweet  winds  ditl   Kiss  the  trees."  —  Sii AiCKsrKARli. 

There's  nuvjfic  in  Mrt'cciion's  kiss, 
That's  known  not  in  seraphic  1)1  iss; 
In  miinnnrs  soft  that  soar  above, 
V/m\\  heart  reciprocating  love. 

When  li|)  Id  lip  sIkiH  other  meet; 
When  lip  lo  lip  shall  other  t^reet; 
'l"he  world  it's  wealth  and  rubies  fine, 
Are  all  forgotten  for  the  time. 

Sweet  symphonies  glide  soft  and  low, 
M'rembling  as  if  lolh  lo  go; 
ICnchanting   their  euphonious  chime, 
To  lovers  seeming  all  divine. 

Solomon,  writ  on  vellum  white. 
Of  kisses  bringing  rare  delight; 
( )f  kisses  ln'tler  far  than  wine, — 
All  wise  nun  will  to  end  of  time. 

Where  falls  the  Orient  ray 
Mark  Anthony  threw  realms  away, 
'lo  gain  the  kiss  of  I'^gypt's  ( hieen. 
And  re\el  in  hi-r  starry  sheen. 

Queen  Margaret  to  ("harliers  gave, 
A  kiss,  although  the  homeliest  brave, 
'I'hat  ever  saw  a  maiden's  glance, 
Or  trod  the  balmv  vales  of  I''raiice. 
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1  kiss  not  man,  l)ut  lyric  strinj,'s, 
Said  she;   1  kiss  the  soul  that  sinf,'s; 
When  J'(jets  sleep,  they  gather  bliss, 
And  mine  now  may  not  come  amiss. 

Of  (ieorgianna  'tis  ever  wrote 
She  kissed  a  butcher  for  his  vote, 
And  cheerfidly  jKiid  it  in  a  trice, — 
"J'was  for  the  same  a  mighty  price. 

'j'he  buclicss  (iordoii,  fairest  Jane, 
Recruited  a  regiment  the  same; 
And  daring  men  both  strong  and  bold, 
From  far  and  near  in  ranks  ennjlled. 

And  England's  (^ueen,  the  Virgin  J5ess, 
The  art  enjoyed  more  or  less; 
For  when  a  friend,  true,  kind  and  bohl, 
J'laced  a  kiss  she  never  told. 

When  Washington  did    Martha  woo, 
"I'is  hinted  that  she  often  threw, 
JJack  kindly  kisses,  which  he  laid. 
Interest  bearing,  interest  paid. 

A  mother's  kiss  made  West  a  light, 
He  j)enciled  on  the  canvas  bright. 
In  cohjrs  true  the  work  of  art. 
Which  to  his  name  a  fime  impart. 

I'aul  Ri<;hter's  narrations  tell, 
He  Catharine  l^^arin  kissed  well. 
To  ra]jture  write  with  ink  said  he, 
Would  take  enough  to  fill  a  sea. 
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No  paradise  the  words  could  know, 
That  would  express  the  bliss  below; 
It  was  the  rarest  minutes  pearl, 
That  in  ethereal  blue  could  whirl. 

The  memory  of  a  youthful  kiss, 
Brought  Sidney  Smith  sunshine  and  bliss, 
On  visage  spread  the  laughing  cheer, 
Which  lasted  him  full  forty  year. 

Youth  nor  age,  never  finds  the  hour, 
When's  lost  to  them  their  sunny  power; 
Eld  bosoms  leap  with  childish  joy, 
As  when  their  days  knew  no  alloy. 

In  youth,  and  in  declining  year 

They  bring  to  hearts  the  gladsome  cheer; 

Reverberating  sweet  refrain. 

In  every  clime  on  every  plain. 
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TO  MOTHER. 

Home  is  home,  where  loving  mother, 

Fills  a  place  in  every  heart; 
To  its  circle  no  one  other. 

Can  a  sunshine  glow  impart. 

Mother,  when  high  noon  is  shining. 
Or  when  clouds  on  sky  appear. 

Same  thou  art  at  day's  declining; 
Same  thou  art  throughout  the  year. 

Thou  like  Iris  on 'the  heaven 
Hopeful  shining  out  the  storm; 

Filling  hearts  with  joyous  leaven, 
Making  troubles  easy  borne. 

Like  the  Lode  Star  nightly  gleaming. 
Guiding  seamen  where's  no  path. 

Mother  watches  babes  when  dreaming, 
Who  in  peaceful  slumbers  laugh. 

Mother  e'entide  vigils  keeping. 
Breathe  prayers  beside  each  bed; 

Whilst  thou  kiss  the  brow  that's  sleeping, 
Angels  hover  overhead. 

Yes,  in  vaulted  spaces  glisten. 
Light  on  thee  from  every  star. 

Where  on  thresholds  seraphs  listen. 
Looking  from  the  gates  ajar. 

Mother,  heaven's  love  inspires  thee, 
Morning,  noon  and  midnight  hours; 

Mother,  long  shall  worlds  admire  thee, 
Guarding  well  the  tender  flowers. 
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rK'IJT  FILLE. 

An  inlniit  caiiu'  to  this  world  of  ours, 
To  rambU'  vales  awkX  gather  llowcrs; 
To  fill  a  place  in  mystic  streams, 
^\Mle^e  re\el  wild  enchanl  iuLMlreams. 

'I'o  gaze  on  while  winged  shii)S  at  sea; 
To  wal(  h  the  stre.unk'ts  wind  the  lea; 
To  look  n]>on  the  mountain  crown, 
And  wancK'r  xalk'ys  up  and  down. 

To  list  to  l)irds  in  branches  sing, 
Whoso  carols  sweet  in  lu'aven  ring. 
When  morning  spreading  rosy  light. 
That  cheers  the  soul  and  brings  delight. 

To  lu'ar  the  bells  in  turrets  high, 
\\'hose  intonations  sweet  repl\', 
When  Sabbath  skies  with  beauty  glows. 
And  nature  seeks  a  calm  repose. 

Ring  sil\er  bells  tlu'  welcome  bold; 
Ring  out  the  peals  you  ne\er  told; 
Ring  numbi-rs  sounding  swi-et  herealler. 
And  lassies  fill  with  io\dus  laughter. 


Swing  all  your  ih\miug  i  hiuu's  together; 
Tell  siuiti's  that  rove  the  highland  he'alher 
Tell  naiads  by  the  prattling  water, 
At  home  we  ha\e  a  tiny  ilaughtcr. 
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WRITTEN  FOR  A  YOUNG  MAN  ON  RECEIVING 
A  LETTER  FROM  JUS  MOTHER. 

Bright  was  the  Sal)l)ath  morning  sun, 
And  sweet  the  winds  across  the  lea; 

Your  letter  then,  your  welconae  one. 
From  home,  dear  mother  came  to  me. 

I  read  its  lines  with  joyous  eyes, 

Of  mother  thought  my  dearest  friend; 

Throughout  long  years  her  love  survives. 
How  sweet  the  words  in  message  ])enncd. 

Emotion  youthful  clings  to  mind. 

Time  never  can  from  it  efface; 
Thy  loving  accents,  good  and  kind, 

Their  mem'ry  in  my  heart  finds  ])la(  e. 

Mother,  I  think  of  thee  at  morn, 

When  blushing  simrisc  gladdens  sky; 

When  to  the  world  new  day  is  born, 
And  heaven  gilds  before  my  eye. 

When  noontide  sun  in  zenith  stands. 
And  golden  gleams  around  me  flow; 

Then  1  recall  you  taught  my  hands, 
Rise  blessings  ask  long  years  ago. 

Mother,  methinks  of  thee,  when  bells 
From  the  church  s[)ire  on  Sabbath's  call; 

I  think  of  thee  when  voices  swell. 
And  ( horal  chants  about  me  fall. 

My  boyhofjd's  love  remains  for  thee; 

Dear  mother  my  lips  still  impart, 
Each  night  for  thee,  on  bended  knee, 

A  prayer  ascends  from  my  heart. 
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ACROSTIC. 

WRI'lTKN    BY    RKQUKST. 

Joyous  may  thy  mother  greet  ihec, 

Vi};ils  kee|)iiiff  for  thee  Vnv^\ 
Kindred  lips  shall  welcome  greet  thee, 

Si)rea([  thou  mirth  their  hearts  among; 
J  [eavenward  for  thee  jirayers  are  stealing, 

Angels  with  them  wing  the  air, 
Reaching  portal  that's  revealing, 

Seraphic  footprints  everywhere; 
When  at  eventide's  devotion, 

Octaves  chant  thy  mother  sung; 
Offer  \\\)  with  true  emotion, 

Divers  prayers  thou  lis))ed  when  young. 


WRIT  TEN  ON  A    POSTAF.    CARD. 


Your  welcome  letter  came  this  morn. 

Here  springtime  reigns  the  matchless  (piei'n; 
Here  furrows  open  for  seed  corn, 

y\nd  orchard  trees  are  budding  seen; 
Here  well  plumed  songsters  sing  again. 

( )n  sloping  hills  the  hnnhkins  play, — 
And  crystals  course  the  pleasant  vales, — 

Through  myrtles  blooming  zephyrs  stray; 
1  papers  mail  from  llallimori'. 

With  news  from  earth's  remotest  parts; 
And  hope  by  Miramichi's  shore 

'I'luir  annals  new  will  cheer  thy  heart. 
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THE  STORIED  KISS. 

While  muses  sing  of  that  and  this, 

When  mellow  gleams  from  moon  are  falling, 
They  nightly  tell  of  a  moment's  bliss, 

And  of  some  cute  ma,  at  window  calling. 

From  rosy  lips  which  never  miss. 
Tenderness  sweetly,  swiftly  darting; 

Whose  impress  leaves  a  Toving  kiss, 

Such  as  Cupid  taught  Eve,  when  life  starting. 

Endearment  used  by  nymph,  and  wight; 

And  wider  spread  than  ancient  classic, 
Men  and  matrons,  whose  locks  are  white: 

Say  often;  nothing  can  surpass  it. 

Without  it  there  could  be  no  good-night; 

Upon  this  mundane  sphere  be  given; 
It  tells  of  bliss  the  purest  type. 

Forbid  to  dwellers  in  high  heaven. 
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VOICE   OF  GUITAR. 

1  hear  in  the  twiliglit  voice  of  guitar, 
1 -ending  harmonies  to  wind, 

While  ("upid  riding  in  rhapsody's  car, 
'I'hroiigli  arbors  laden  with  vine, 
Singing  love  ever  be  mine. 

ICvery  note  on  the  musical  l)ar; 

Ikeathes  love  in  bosom  enshrined. 
Every  symjjhony  sings  afar, 

Sweetly  notes  to  me  incline 

Singing  love  ever  be  mine. 

While  effulgence  of  the  glimmering  star, 
Looks  where  linden  boughs  entwine; 

Raptures  excelling  the  sirens  by  far. 
Seeming  in  heaven  to  climb, 
Sings  love,  love,  1  will  be  thine. 

I.ovc's  euphonies  sigliing  softly  unbars; 

Infatuates  hearts  divine, 
Whose  res])onsive  thrill  like  unto  guitar, 

Worship  the  i)assi()nale  chime. 

Sings  1  will  ever  be  thine. 
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CULJNAR  Y  J)I':J'AR  TMENT. 

The  kitchen  in  charge  of  Kitty; 

Serene,  happy  and  gay, 
Her  movements  are  so  pretty 

Jkaring  the  l)reakfast  tray. 

She's  always  ii|j  Ijright  and  early, 

E'en  Ijefore  the  sunrise; 
Her  auburn  tresses  are  curly, 

JJangling  m'er  blue  eyes. 

She  never  keepeth  one  waiting, 

None  need  hurry  her  up, 
I^or  in  .style,  truly  elating, 

She  fills  the  coffee  cup. 

She  Ijrings  the  hot  rolls  and  butter, 

Pressed  in  exfjuisite  mold; 
Nobody  ever  can  mutter 

Of  rich  gravies  being  cold. 

Sirloin  steaks,  the  chops  and  springlcts, 

She  broils,  but  never  fries; 
She  cuts  the  doughnuts  in  ringlets, 

And  bakes  sweet  pumpkin  pies. 

She  wanders  paths  at  evening, 
Watching  the  dazzling  west; 

There  pondering,  and  often  singing, 
Of  one  she  loveth  best. 

Not  long  with  us  will  she  tarry, 

Next  week  she  has  to  stop; 
The  smiling  butcher  boy  to  marry 

That  did  the  question  pop. 
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CUPID  IN  THE    TWILIGHT. 

Once  Cupid  watched  the  sunset  ray, 
When  gold  and  purple  lined  the  west, 

And  lovers  saw  on  terrace  way, 
The  birdlings  all  had  gone  to  rest. 

The  evening  bells  in  hollow  towers, 
Re-echoes  flung  across  the  plain; 

And  weirdly  wove  in  twilight  hours 
Some  quaint  old  chime  over  again. 

But  Cupid  heard  above  it  all, 

A  voice  of  love  and  earthly  bliss, 

His  bow  was  sprung,  the  arrows  fall, 
Concealed  in  a  storied  kiss. 

The  legend  old,  and  always  new, 
And  ever  wafting  on  the  breeze; 

When  Cupid  wandered  Eden  through. 
The  art  was  known  to  but  a  few. 
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THE  GOLDEN  WEDDING. 

Full  half  a  century  swiftly  fled; 

Years  rolling  back  in  flood  of  time, 
Compassing  days  since  grandsires  wed, 

To  battle  life's  storms  and  sunshine. 

Grandchildren  come  to  greeting  pay, 
Bestrewing  flowers  of  sweet  perfume; 

Commingling  happiness  with  ray 
Of  sun  in  the  midsummer's  noon. 

Join  we  all,  no  tribute  repressing, 
For  every  heart  brimful  of  cheers; 

We  ask  to-day  our  grandsires'  blessing. 
Praying  joy  may  tend  their  coming  years. 
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WILLS  CREEK. 

By  the  streamlet  Wills  I  wander, 
Scanning  peaks  that  tower  to  skies; 

And  with  awe  I  often  ponder, 
A  mystery  before  me  lies. 

Earth's  upheaval  rent  asunder, 
Mountains  reeling,  shook  afar, 

Waking  world,  with  voice  of  thunder, 
Left  wild  gorges  marked  with  scar. 

Flame  and  fire  upward  roaming, 

Passage  forced  through  granite  rock; 

On  the  crevice  boulders  groaning. 
Seem  repelling  invaders  shock. 

Downward  mighty  lakes  descending; 

Onward  rush  through  broken  walls; 
Sweeping  torrents,  vales  are  rending, 

Hiding  every  waterfall. 

Naught  is  left  but  Wills  fountain, 
Where  distills  the  early  dew; 

Cooling  springs  flow  from  the  mountain. 
Warblers  wake  the  groves  anew. 

Crystals  wander  from  the  ridges, 
Wills  Creek  currents  gather  all; 

Now  the  waters  crossed  by  bridges. 
Rolls  along  Queen  City's  wall. 


WILLS   CREEK. 

Joins  Potomac's  flow,  before  us, 
Green  eld  Nobley's  architraves; 

Nebo's  view  is  truly  glorious, 
Eastward  far  the  river  laves. 

Temples  adorn  declivities, 

Mansions  hid  by  blooming  trees; 
Cottages  rustic  simplicity, 

Every  beauty  eye  to  please. 

Summer's  zephyrs  sweetly  singing, 
Play  the  choicest  airs  in  June, 

Like  the  silver  cymbals  ringing. 
Glees  and  symphonious  tune. 
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THE  HERMIT  JOAN. 

A  noiseless  brook,  unknown  to  fiime; 

Nor  writ  of  in  romance, 
Now  humbly  owns  a  hermit's  name, 

He  came  from  La  Belle  France. 

A  genius  strange  and  unromantic, 

The  legends  sayeth,  yet, 
He  crossed  the  great  Atlantic, 

In  shi])  witli  La  Fayette. 

Why  wandered  he  from  haunts  of  men. 

Tradition  never  told; 
Ha  !   perha])s  some  heartless  maiden, 

Had  made  his  bosom  cold. 

I'hat  heartless  dame,  if  such  can  be. 

Immortalized  his  name; 
But  the  chill  hand  of  destiny. 

Has  hidden  her's  from  fame. 

For  now  across  that  streamlet's  vein. 

Is  flung  the  arch  Joan; 
Full  nine  score  feet  the  keystones  reign 

In  air,  upholding  s])an. 

It  tells  of  one  a  pilgrim  here. 
Whose  errand  now  is  shown; 

His  name  is  sang  in  waters  clear, 
Spanned  by  an  arch  of  stone. 
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In  balmy  I'^rancc,  his  Ixjyhood's  love, 
Where  first  he  rambled,  blithe  and  gay, 

He  little  thought,  in  Columbia's  grove, 
'i'o  while  his  life  away. 

Half  hidden  in  the  cedar  shade, 

Joan's  log  cabin  stood; 
And  sunbeams  scarcely  ever  strayed 

Into  the  solitude. 

He  shunned  the  crowds  who  love  to  dwell, 

Where  steeples  tower  high; 
And  never  thought  his  name  would  tell 

Of  waters  flowing  by. 

Fate  fixed  his  ])redestined  j^ath. 

While  time  furrowed  his  brow; 
No  music,  mirth  nor  joyous  laugh; 

Did  blind  impulse  allow. 

While  roving  dames  muse  in  their  heart, 

And  with  enchantment  gaze, 
Upon  this  stately  work  of  art. 

They  never  Joan  praise. 
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S/'h'/NC. 

'I'lic  w'oDill.inds  ;iii(l  llic  bloomin.n  llowers, 

'I'lic  ,nr;iss  upon  llic  plain. 
All  Icll  us  lliat  lln'  spring  time  hours, 

Arc  ^M'acin^f  carlli  aL;ain. 

Tlic  soft  winds  crossinL;'  lovely  j^dadcs. 

Now  \va\x'  tin-  butter-cup, 
Ki'd  (  lo\cr  and  timothy  bhuk's 

I  lair  hide  the  johnny  jinni)!!]). 

lllue  violets  and  buddin;:,'  rose, 

'I'lu'ir  petals  ope  to  sun; 
And  hert'  and  there  wrapt  in  repose, 

'The  lily's  life's  bei^im. 

Across  the  lea  paK'  arbutus. 

An  odor  fragrant  tlings, 
On  rustic  arbors  round  us, 

'{'he  honevsuckle  clinirs. 


Thus  h'lora's  train  in  jiassing  years, 

"Vie  with  lii'Ids  elysiaii, 
l''mbellisiunL;  the  hemisphere, 

We  enjoy  the  \ision. 
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TO    THE    MOCKING  JUh'D. 

'\'\v)\\  miHk\\\\s,  birds,  th;it  htwcr; 

Over  summer's  bl(MjminK  train, 
Which  spreads  upon  the  fiehls  a  cover, 

Of  the  jjurest  vernal  grain. 

Mimic  Ijorn,  witli  thee  a  (hity. 

To  make  life's  harnifjny; 
None  of  the  feathered  beauties. 

Give  us  a  song.in  greater  glee. 

For  thy  nest  is  builded  ever, 

Where  dame  nature's  minstrels  sing. 
There  thy  parodies  clever. 

Imitate  eacli  hap]»y  thing. 

All  the  birds  around  the  fountain, 
Spins  a  joyous  spell  for  thee; 

While  thy  rapture  climbs  the  mountain, 
Where  thy  ncjtes  are  ringing  free. 

Many  birds  in  l(;vely  measure 

Carol  to  a  finer  string; 
Yet  they  give  no  greater  jjleasure, 

'I'han  the  travesties  thou  sing. 

Sing  and  stimulate  unbidden. 
To  the  beams  of  golden  light; 

Nightly  rest  thy  cot  is  hidden. 
In  a  thicket  out  of  sight. 
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MORNING  IS  BREAKING. 

I'Mourish  tlic  Iniinpets,  the  nioniing  is  breaking, 
Orient  seuiiet,  whose  tints  are  untold, 

Skies  and  the  earth  and  the  ocean  are  waking, 
Under  the  ])riglit  stream  of  glittering  gold. 

Strike  on  (he  linilnels,  the  zejihyrs  are  winging, 
Odor  of  roses  thro'  luxuriant  groves; 

^Vhere  all  the  feathered  songsters  are  singing, 
Raptures  to  mates,  ever  telling  their  loves. 

Bring  from  the  har])-string  some  passionate  story, 

Commingle  voices,  in  unison  sound; 
Pastorals  swelling  mysterious  glory, 

Pealing  forth  songs  to  earth's  uttermost  bound. 

A'ibrate  the  cymbals,  all  nature  enhancing, 
Mountain  and  valley  shall  weirdly  reply; 

Even  their  magical  echoes  entrancing. 
Shall  waft  the  music  aloft  in  the  sky, 

Mcmnon  now  wra]>])e(l  in  ages  of  slumber. 
Chanted  the  music  that  sunbeams  have  rang; 

ICven  the  i)ortals  of  heaven,  in  number, 

Rejoiced  in  epochs  when  morning  stars  sang. 

Think  not  alone  we  in  ether  arc  sailing, 

l''arthermost  planets  ha\e  their  birds  and  bowers; 

C)rbits  thai  never  allow  us  a  hailing. 

Hear  in  their  pathway  stars  clothed  with  (lowers. 
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CLOSE   OF  THE  DAY. 

On  the  meadows,  the  wheatlands  and  heather, 
Fell  the  rays  of  the  swift  setting  sun; 

And  the  birds,  clad  in  beautiful  feather, 
Hushed  carolling — day  it  was  done. 

Distant  towers  to  vespers  were  calling, 
On  the  summer's  winds  float  the  refrain. 

Of  the  anthems  whose  harmonies  falling, 
Musical  notes  rejoiced  all  the  plain. 

And  the  cadence  in  woodlands  were  darting. 
Ringing  and  swinging  its  roundelay; 

Where  the  gold  from  the  terraces  parting, 
Giving  twilight  a  place  on  the  way. 

Over  hemisphere  darkness  came  stealing. 
Veiling  nature  for  rest  and  repose; 

While  many  a  lip,  prayers  were  sealing. 
That  to  heaven's  bright  portals  arose. 

How  dear  to  the  bosom,  evening's  glory. 

When  home,  sweet  home,  the  sunsetting  star; 

Where  falls  beauties  surpassing  the  story 
Of  Eden  in  bygone  ages  afar. 
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TIIK    TO-MORROW. 
One  to-day  is  woilh  two  to-nioirows.  —  Franklin. 

Never  wait  for  the  to-morrow, 
Hide  that  rover's  fancy  sheen; 

Never  let  him  visions  borrow, 
I'aint  for  tliee  dehisive  tlream. 

Wisdom  fj;ather  by  dei^rees, 

Youtli  the  time,  the  hour  is  now, 

Bygone  ages  passed  decree, 

All  things  must  to  knowledge  bow. 

Learning  tends  to  give  (.njoyment, 
^Vhen  wisdom  and  worth  convene; 

(iive  to  hearth  and  home  rel'inement, 
Lends  enchantment  to  its  scene. 

AVhere  the  pleasing  smile  should  hover, 
S])rinkling  gladness  with  good  cheer; 

(iladdens  heart  of  sire  and  mother, 
Strengthening  affection  dear. 

Knowledge  be  it  ever  written, 

"['is  the  key  that  ojjcs  all  things; 

I'^roni  it  nothing  can  be  hidden, 
Honor  to  it  ever  clings. 

Never  wait  for  the  to-morrow — 
l^oimdless  its  unmeasured  line; 

Unbidden  cometh  age  and  sorrow, 
Wisdom  gather;   youth  the  time. 
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,    ORAL  LKGENDS. 

Oral  legends  weave  the  song, 
Of  antique  years  that's  fled  for  long; 
In  rustic  homes  traditions  throng, 
Recalling  ancient  glory. 

Chivalry's  tales  in  winter's  night. 
To  artless  lads  and  lassies  bright, 
Bring  fervent  thrills  and  fond  delight, 
When  wrayjt  in  rhyming  story. 

So  long  as  time  shall  spread  her  wing, 
And  freedom  to  our  nation  cling. 
Our  youths  shall  of  defenders  sing, 
When  driven  out  were  tories. 

When  side  by  side  the  young  and  old, 
In  armed  array  met  tyrants  bold. 
And  clouds  of  dun  above  them  rolled, 
In  battles,  hot  and  gory. 

Those  heroes  said,  while  winds  shall  flee, 
And  billows  roll  upon  the  sea. 
Their  hearths,  their  homes,  and  lands  were  free, 
Across  whose  plains  flashed  victory. 

Let  worthy  sires  the  transport  swell. 
In  martial  airs  record  it  well; 
Their  children  shall  in  triumph  tell. 
The  tales  when  they  are  hoary. 
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■nih:  FORESTS  BEAUTY. 

I  see  the  i)f)i)lar,  ])lane  and  oaken  tree, 

IJlend  grateful  shade  where  streamlets  wander; 

Through  scalloped  leaves  float  balmy  breeze, 
On  their  luxuriance  often  ponder. 

The  slopijig  hills  with  verdure  rare, 

Bedecked  with  dews  borne  from  the  ocean; 

The  flocks  and  shejiherd  saunters  there, 
Dame  Nature's  beauties  all  in  motion. 

The  thyme  and  daisies  swathe  the  brow, 

(^f  rugged  heights  romancing, 
Where  sombre  clouds  ofttimes  bow, 

Scattering  j)earls,  that  downward  dancing, 

Through  gorges  glide  where  stately  pines. 

Well  adorn  the  upland  regions; 
To  smile  among  the  silver  vines. 

That  border  way  to  briny  regions. 


i6i 


MORN/NC;  RAMBLE. 

I  walked  abroad  where  daisies  l)lue, 
And  buttercujjs  their  folds  undo; 
The  pearly  dro])S  of  early  dew, 
Were  S])arkling  clear 

On  lilies  white, 
Each  blade  and  ear. 
Were  all  bedight. 

I  rambled  on  among  the  trees. 
Luxuriant  their  scalloped  leaves. 
Which  fanned  the  nectar  on  the  breeze; 
The  vernal  vales 

Our  joy  prolong. 
Sweet  birds  regale 
Us  with  their  song. 

The  morning  sjjread  a  gl-ittering  sheen, 
On  forest,  field  and  sparkling  stream, 
All  things  in  that  refulgent  gleam 
Their  Maker  praised; — 
All  things,  but  man; 
Their  voices  raised. 
As  when  time  began. 


II 
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•///A'    /'.l/h'/KS. 

Ill  s\l\;ui  uKucs  dwell  the  i";iirics, 
i.illu'soiur  lieauties  never  bold; 

'I'lu'ir  vc'sUiies  luioyniit  and  airy, 
I'Drms  conceal  of  highest  mold. 

No  one  yet  hath  counted  number, 

'That  abide  in  i[uiet  nooks; 
None  have  e\er  seen  ihem  sliuid)er. 

Nor  iheir  fooliuints  lound  by  bi'ooks. 

Those  an(  ienl  slorie(,l  foresters, 
1  ,ov(.'  the  (k'])llis  of  solitude; 

'I'luv  dine  upon  the  sweetest  nectar, 
That's  (list  illed  in  llowery  wood. 

'They  <  lindi  luxuiianl  maples. 

Stand  atwcen  the  earth  and  sky, 

Inhaling  choitc'st   lra_i;rance, 

The  west  winds  are  bearint;  by. 

When   the  lwibj;ht  lades  at  exenini;", 
And  tlu"  (|uei'n  moon  watches  nii^lU, 

Sees  bright  eyed  sylphs  steps  achieving, 
Th.at  put  master's  eld  to  (light. 


'Tis  said  they  li\ed  in   Paradise, 
In  most  exiiuisite  beauty. 

And  still  retain  I'lctitions  name, 
Ailam  gave  when  on  duty. 
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Tin  LIU  JIT  JU'.LLS. 

Sweetly  the  notes  of  evenini^  bells, 

Falls  from  the  si)iral  towers; 
To  sacred  soul;'  their  soothing  swells, 

Call  in  llie  iwilin'hl  hours. 

In  xalk'vs  wide,  in  forest  dells, 
Resound  their  j^lorious  (|uiver, 

It  sallies  forth  where  shadows  ilwell 
On  margins  of  the  river. 

\'il)rating  intonations,  tell, 

The  soft  winds  hath  a  voice  in. 

That  binds  us  with  a  magic  spell, 
We  hear  the  hills  rejoicing. 

Those  ringing  bells,  those  swinging  bells 
When  nightfall  veils  the  green; 

Calls  us  from  airy  citadels, 
Revere  the  power  unseen. 
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CHILDHOOD'S  DREAMS. 

When  twilight  flees  to  other  lands, 

And  darkness  veils  the  field  and  wood; 

When  Morpheus  plies  his  magic  wand, 
And  gives  sweet  dreams  to  childhood. 

Their  sleeping  minds  sees  wonders  deep, 
While  gazing  into  realms  unknown; 

Where  panoramas  onward  sweep 

Down  i)aths  that's  never  marked  with  stone. 

Sleep,  children  sleep,  while  nature  spread. 
Her  mystic  bliss  upon  each  thought; 

'Tis  ointment  nature- pours  on  head, 
Which  never  can  for  price  be  bought. 


NIGHT  SHADES. 

Where  darkly  fall  the  shades  of  night, 
Swift  visions  cross  my  mind  ; 

Which  shows  to  me,  in  new-born  light. 
The  waste  of  time  behind. 

In  them  1  read  the  minutes  past, 
Which  fill  the  years  of  man  ; 

Their  numbers  are  but  emblems  cast 
The  leaders  in.  the  van. 

They  show  to  me  the  dreams  of  youth 

Long  since  ])assed  away  ; 
Amid  the  brightest  scenes  is  truth, 

Tho'  nude  is  fair  as  dav- 
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MADRIGAL. 

Dear  Susie  May, 

Your  welcome  letter  came  this  morn, 

From  Shenandoah's  lovely  vale; 
It  tells  me  furrows  ope  for  corn, 

And  many  a  curious  tale. 

I  see  in  visions  Blue  Ridge  rise. 

The  mountain  lines  are  sharply  drawn, 

And  fair  Aurora's  purpling  sky. 
The  glitter  lightning  velvet  lawns. 

The  wagons  jar  on  sloping  hill, 

Around  which  winds  the  streamlet's  arms; 
And  chanticleers,  with  clarion  shrill, 

Are  crowing  loudly  on  the  farms. 

All  round  there's  bleating,  barking,  lowing. 
And  chirping  birds  with  many  a  song; 

The  ploughboys  through  the  fields  are  going, 
The  milkmaid's  voice  is  loud  and  strong. 

Her  merry  raptures  weirdly  throwing, 
The  forest,  field  and  sky  rejoices; 

The  great  tin  horn,  for  breakfast  blowing. 
The  manse  is  glad  with  children's  voices. 

The  mill  wheels  over  sluices  whirls. 

Shattering  waters  into  spray; 
They  toss  around  the  crystal  pearls. 

Where  busy  millers  laugh  all  day. 

Kind  Miss,  I  am  glad  your  health 
Is  blessed   in  fair  Virginia's  dales; 

Where  purest  air  and  nature's  wealth, 
Commingle  with  romantic  tales. 
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May  summer's  time,  on  joyous  wing, 
Cast  fragrant  flowers  in  thy  way; 

And  well  illumed  songsters  for  the  trees, 
Carolling  mirthful  roundelays. 

While  southern  zephyrs  fan  the  trees, 
As  to  and  fro  on  leas  they  run. 

Gathering  balms  that  interweaves 
Their  sweetest  perfumes  all  in  one. 

At  morn,  at  noon,  and  evenings  late, 
May  muses  ever  hy  thee  dwell; 

When  thou,  in  rustic  arbor  wait, 

May  wood  nymphs  to  thee  stories  tell. 


HEARD   YE   THE   BILLOWS. 

Heard  ye  the  voice  of  the  billows. 
Which  furrow  the  bottomless  deep  ; 

Where  the  wild  waves  are  rocking  the  pillows, 
Upon  which  the  mariners  sleep. 

Heard  ye  the  gales,  thro'  the  rattlings  driven. 

Which  forever  wild  revels  keep  ; 
Where  the  topmast  touches  heaven, 

As  vessel's  prow  cleaveth  the  deep. 

Where  the  white  canvas  rejoices  the  water. 
The  seaman  dreams  nightly  of  home  ; 

Seeth  mother,  son  or  daughter, 
Or  lover  beside  the  hearthstone. 
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CANADIAN  CORRESPONDENCE. 

Cumberland,  AFaryland,  12,  26,  188: 

To  Alex.   A.   Cowden,   Nelson,   N.  R. 
Your  welcome  letter  came  to-day, 

A  riding  o'er  long  leagues  of  steel; 
In  postal  car,  that  rolls  the  way, 

Drawn  by  the  steaming  driving  wheel. 

Of  chariot,  that  swiftly  whirls, 

Along  the  vales  and*never  tires; 
And  flings  aloft  the  smoking  curls 

That  breathed  from  its  blazing  fires. 

Climbs  mountain  hights  in  wild  career. 
And  crosses  bridges,  where  below, 

Grand  rivers  roll  their  crystals  clear. 
And   ])ebbled  rills  music  low. 

To  me  your  pleasing  message  tells 

Of  sunny  hearts  in  frosty  lands. 
In  measure  free,  the  cadence  swells. 

And  echoes  from  the  page  expands. 

Methinks  I  see  Canadian  vales. 

The  field  and  forest  robed  in  si\ow. 

Above  theni  floats  the  wintry  gales. 
Pictures  weird  before  me  glow. 

In  woodlands,  axes  sharply  ring, 

That's  thinning  fast   the  sylvan  groves; 

Where  climbing  vines  to  branches  cling, 
And  browsinix  moose  o'er  brambles  rove. 
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Luxuriant  rise  the  birchen  tree, 

Whose  leaflets  gather  heaven's  dew; 

It  once  gave  bark  to  red  men  free, 
To  build  their  light  and  swift  canoe. 

Which  danced  upon  the  tossing  wave, 
Of  Miramichi's  sea  green  waters; 

Bore  dusky  warriors,  wild  and  brave, 

And  their  blithesome  dark  hair'd  daughters. 

Yes! 

Your  missive  to  me  (juaintly  shows 

On  river's  surfiice  ices  strong; 
Around  where  hidden  water  flcnvs, 

Are  beauties  fit  for  Virgil's  song. 

Far  east  Aurora's  breaking  light. 
To  frosty  morn  with  early  red. 

The  world  awakes  with  glarl  delight, 
Upon  a  hemisphere  its  spread. 

When  dawn  returns  its  gleam  on  high, 
And  strikes  the  cities'  silver  spires. 

From  many  a  home  into  the  sky 

Rise  wreaths  of  smoke  from  glowing  fires. 

On  highway  rings  the  sleighing  bells, 
Around  the  steeds  that's  frosted  grey; 

They  prancing  ring  the  merry  swells 
And  glide  with  racers'  speed  away. 

Their  reaching  hoofs  are  keeping  time, 
The  jingle,  jingle,  echoes  high. 

O'er  farmhouse  roof  the  music  chime, 
Sends  jingle,  jingle,  uj)  lo  sky. 

Methinks  1  see  your  home  and  hearth, — 

A  kitten  frolics  on  the  floor, 
'I'he  watchfid  dog  enjoys  the  mirth, 

Resting  on  mat  beside  the  door. 
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And   uncle  fills  the  old  arm  chair, 

The  latest  news  upon  his  knee; 
Aunt  Susan,  with  a  grandchild  there. 

Makes  cheerful  pictures  fine  to  see. 

Yes ! 

Uncle,  I'm  glad  you  happy  dwell 

Where  sunset  paints  a  purple  glow; 
Each  evening  pleasing  stories  tell, 

Of  things  that  passed  by  long  ago. 

When  youthful  memories  round  you  throng. 

In  many  a  bleak  and  wintry  night. 
Recite  legends,  sing  antifpie  song. 

Bring  joy  to  faces  young  and  bright. 

Let  flowery  thoughts  like  garlands  twine. 

Instilling  wisdom's  jeweled  truth; 
'Twill  fairer  than  the  starlight  shine. 

And  glory  shed  around  the  youth. 

United  Siates  News. 

The  President's  message  lately  out, 

Some  ideas  good,  some  very  small; 
No  American  will  become  a  lout, 

England  ne'er  shall  rule  Isthmus  canal. 

He  speaks  of  Russia  and  the  Jew, 

A  story  to  us  long  ages  known; 
Could  I  advise,  I'd  say  Hebrew, 

Rebuild  a  nation  of  your  own. 

English  News. 

Queen  Vic,  now  opens  courts  of  law. 

And  grotesquely  passes  o'er  the  key, 
Of  justice,  that  hides  many  a  flaw, 

'Twill  so  remain  till  men  are  free. 


I/O  cajVav/.lv  f(Vv7v'/;.v/'(',\  J)/-: A  ce. 

The  soldiers  of  Tel-el-Kiber, 

She  decorates' with  ribbon  bands, 

For  spoiling  by  the  Nile's  old  river, 
Pharoah's  proudly  sculptured  lands. 

Rkmarks  on    Same. 

Could  Bruce  or  Wallace  rose  that  day, 
Saw  highland's  lads,  sic  tassels  take. 

They'd  flung  their  bonnets  in  the  Tay, 
And  Scotia  banks  and  braes  forsake. 

Could  l>urns  have  sang  beneath  that  sun. 
Laments  and  tears  would  span  the  rhyme; 

A  scornful  laugh  would  laughing  run, 
His  chorus  through,  to  end  of  time. 

There  Cleopntra  reigned  a  queen, 
Beside  the  Nile  rare  viands  spread; 

When  Phtx'bus  shed  his  brightest  gleam. 
In  ship  of  state  o'er  waters  sped. 

Egypt  saw  Tyre  and  Babylon  fiill, 

Troy,  Carthage,  Jerusalem  and  Rome; 

And  yet  will  staiid  the'  aged  and  small, 
When  lofty  iMigland's  overthrown. 

Many  a  chieftain,  in  their  day. 

With  phalanx  bold  trod  Egypt's  sand; 

Before  her  all  have  passed  away, 
Mysteries  o'er  her  still  expand. 

Amid  the  world  of  passing  dreams. 

Which  writes  upon  each  ])rincely  wall, 

Hath  taught  to  us  in  bygone  gleams, 

Touch  Pharoah's  realm,  your  empire  falls. 
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Planet  News. 

In  realms  above,  where  planets  run, 

December  sixth  was  a  lovely  clay, 
And  Venus  fair  drove  round  the  sun, 

A  riding  through  celestial  way. 

The  transit  seen  by  many  a  sage. 

Shall  never  more  to  them  appear, 
But  Clio's  pen  shall  light  the  page, 

For  savants  new  in  coming  year. 

Of  Venus  fair,  and  courts  of  Jove, 

Bard  Homer  sang  in  lofty  rhyme; 
Enchanting  was  his  queen  of  love, 

Whose  beauty  made  his  echoes  chime. 

Amid  the  morning  stars  she  sang,* 

When  light  through  chaos  first  was  shown; 

The  planets'  lyres  around  her  rang. 
Above  the  earth's  great  corner  stone. 

Uncle,  adieu,  a  kind  adieu, 

I'he  sun  is  purpling  vapors  west; 
This  message  writ  for  aunt  and  you. 

And  now  my  pen  retires  to  rest. 


*  Job  3S,  4,  7  verses.  The  first  tiansit  of  Venus  recorded  in 
modern  times,  that  I  have  noticed,  is  under  date  of  Dec.  4th,  1639. 
The  next  June  6th,  1761,  June  5th,  1769,  Dec.  8th,  1874,  Dec.  6th, 
1882,  the  last  one. 

The  next  one  occurs  in  the  year  2004,  June  the  7th,  and  again  in 
the  year  2013,  June  5th.  I  have  no  doubt  they  were  well  known  to 
the  ancients,  and  records  were  made,  and  in  all  probability  lost. 

Yours  Truly,  W.   F.   Cowden. 
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rOETTCAL    ART. 

Art  in  verse  should  ever  seek, 

To  bring  from  wisdom  depths  ])rofound, 
Knowledj^c  that  truthfully  si)eivk, 

Knh.ancing  charms  with  the  sound. 

ivhythni  touches  tender  chords. 

And  l)rinf,^s  from  bosom  admiration  ; 

l,yrics  sweetly  blendinj^  words 
iMinobles  insjiiration. 

Nature's  niystii-,  untaught  lays, 
Hovers  o'er  every  rocky  chasm, 

Man  imitates  creation's  praise 
That  wafts  around  enthusiasm. 

Mountains  and  uncultured  plains, 

When  morning  rays  are  on  them  shining, 

Laud  their  sweet  harmonious  strains, 
Until  the  day's  declining. 

Art  is  earnest,  keej)  it  pure, 

r>uilding  verse  is  a  vocation  ; 
I'oesy  instructions  oft  allure 

Youths  to  list  to  wise  ministration. 
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/  HEAR  A  SONG. 

I  hear  a  song  upon  the  air, 

The  whisper  sails  around  ; 
It  cheerfully  tloats  here  antl  there, 

'I'he  music:  with  it  bound. 

When  moon's  pale  light  falls  out  the  sky, 

And  spreads  along  the  mere, 
Above  the  forest,  tswering  high, 

That  voice  sings  loud  and  clear. 

When  swift  my  bark  speeds  o'er  the  wave, 

And  bree/es  gently  blow. 
On  waters  where  the  billows  lave. 

The  carols  softly  tlow. 

1  hear  the  voice,  still  loud  and  clear. 
The  strains  were  sang  for  me, 

By  t)ne  who  lov'd  for  me  to  hear. 
The  cheerful  melody. 

Above  the  storm,  when  gales  are  strong, 
And  waves  dash  fierce  and  high, 

I  hear  the  anthems,  loud  and  long. 
Same  as  in  nights  gone  by. 

On  the  ocean  of  life  I  hear, 

The  chorus  sweetly  ring  ; 
It  bids  me  still  be  of  good  cheer, 

The  notes  around  me  cling. 
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And  now  above  I  see  a  star, 
With  smiles  upon  its  face  ; 

Below  I  hear  the  song  afar, 
Each  stanza  I  can  trace. 

It  bids  me  still  to  breathe  a  prayer, 
As  once  in  days  gone  by  ; 

The  songster  hovers  in  the  air, 
And  asks  me  to  reply. 


THE  MONTHS  OF  THE   YEAR. 

January,  opens  portals  of  the  year; 

February,  melts  the  snows  of  winter  time; 
March  winds  over  mountains  and  the  valleys  leer; 

April  scatters  rain  drops,  through   the  bright  sunshine; 
May's  the  month  of  opening  buds  and   blooming  flowers; 

June  the  pride  of  seasons,  gladdens  all  the  plains; 
July  gives  to  us  the  harvest's  golden  hours; 

August  after,  drives  through  orchards  with  her  train; 
September  jnoons  come  weirdly  changing  sky; 

October  noons  tint  the  forests  fading  leaves; 
November  gales  through  the  woods  fantastic  sigh; 

December  frosts,  wakes  the  fires  in  winter  eves; 
Thus  the  cycle  ever  onward,  circles  round, 

Measuring  time  that's  lost  in  depths  jjrofound. 
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IVHA  T  SA IL  ORS  TELL. 

I've  rounded  tem[)estuous  capes, 
Where  the  gales  wildly  blow; 

I've  sheered  by  reefs  and  rocks  that  gape, 
From  the  depth  of  oceans  low. 

I  have  crossed  the  northernmost  sea, 

When  the  fierce  boreal  gale 
Bent  the  fore  and  mizzenmast  to  lee. 

Rending  the  topgallant  sail. 

With  a  master  spirit  at  the  helm, 

Watchfully  his  restless  eye 
Scanned  the  billows  that  overwhelm, 

Bar([ue  as  they  are  rolling  by. 

Hiding  bowsprit  and  jib  in  rout,  , 
Leave  no  trace  of  vessel's  track  ; 

In  shreds  the  skysail  streamed  out, — 
Never,  never  looking  back. 

Until  soft  winds  from  southern  shores, 
Cause  the  wild  winds  to  lower  ; 

And  hardy  mariners  restore, 
Vessel's  deck  as  heretofore. 

And  when  we  anchor  safe  in  port, 

It  gives  the  pulse  a  quick'ning  thrill  ; 

While  the  storms  behind  us  sport. 
Our  perils  would  vast  volumes  till. 
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'I III'   I'.I.VIkS  i)F  NECrSE. 

(lircn  i;ro\v  tlii'  Irriis  on  Ininks  of  Ni'iisc, 
'I'linr  (l.iisirs  milk  whiU'  s|tring  ; 

'I'licn'  Imj'lilly  i;K';iin  \\\c  cjirly  dews, 
riinr  wailili'is  {;aily  sini;. 

'I'lu'ic  lilu's  ill  llu-  s|iiini;l  inu'  wnl. 

Anil  };olilfii  iMilU-niips  ; 
Tlu'  iVagrant  inyitli'  sIk-Iiit  lnvls, 

(  M"  wilil  ioluiny-jmnp  nps. 

'I'hiTt.'  ^ail  braiitit'iil  cmvotl  lui  kril  swans. 

That  nortlnvanl  nnigiau-  ; 
V.w  sumiiui  warms  tlu'  vi'nlant  kiwns, 

t>t   Caiolma's  State. 

(hi  l>aiiks  of  Ncuso,  that  stri\im  o(  hrallh, 

Waiulofinj;'  birrhon  s^iino, 
I  (Irramt  my  (.'aiiii'sl  iliiMins,  a  woallh 

( >l    lu'M'i  riulinj;  li)\o. 

As  ila  \  s  lilt  l>y  I  poiulcr  o'er. 

Review  th\  mai\i;ius  ^y;rcen, 
In  visions  si\in  again  thy  shvue. 

Roialliny;  fanev's  dream. 


That  pleasures  oi  Ivlysian  brinies. 

When  t"asi'in;>ti»)ns  tlow  ; 
Reminiling  us  that  men\ory  elii»L;s. 

'l\i  )v»vs  that  youth  bestow. 


a 
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DAN'S  ROCK* 

Ponderous  granite; 

Gigantic  elevation, 

Uplifted  by  a  mysterious  hand, 

Beyond  the  power  of  divination; 

I'o  solve  the  day,  or  solve  the  hour, 

When  first  thy  fabric  great  was  planned, 

Or  laid  was  thy  foundation. 

Created  long  ere  timc^was  known, 
Abaft  the  bounds  of  myths  and  lore; 
Before  the  centuries  began. 
Antiquity  describes  as  yore. 
'I"he  flight  of  years  brings  not  a  revelaticm; 
Tho'  primeval  ages,  wreath  thy  brow. 
Time  immemorial,  and  their  farling  nations 
Have  viewed  thee,  as  we  view  thee  now. 

Gorgeous  thy  crest,  when  day  is  dawning; 
Beautiful  when  high  noon  is  shining; 
Grand  in  the  midsummer  afternoon; 
Magnificent  when  setting  sun  declining; 
Weird  when  twilight  lets  her  curtain  dcnvn. 
Then  every  abyss  round  thee  yawning. 
And  satellites  adorn  thy  crown. 
When  on  thy  rugged  slopes  of  adamantine, 
The  (lucen  of  night  bestrews  her  crystalline; 
Of  all  the  sights  that  eye  can  greet, 
Thou  art  the  most  su|jernal  and  complete. 

*Dan's  Kock,  ii  miles  west  of  Cumberland,  Md.,  height  above 
City,  2287  feet,  height  aVjove  mean  tide  at  Washington,  \).  C.  2898 
feet. 
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THE  SITE    OF  FORT  CUMBERLAND  BY  MOON- 
LIGHT. 

The  city  slept,  and  Alleghany's  tall  ranges, 
Drew  their  long  lines,  for  leagues  around, 

Dotted  with  mansions,  cottages  and  granges, 
(^)uietu(le  reigned  to  the  farthermost  l)ound. 

^rowering  ])eaks,  and  slopes  of  upturned  granite, 
Were  illumined  far,  and  silvered  near; 

For  the  Queen  of  Heaven  smiled  sweetly  on  it, 
l)urnishing  deep  embosomed  crystals  clear. 

I'Vom  the  fountains  of  Potomac's  winding  river, 
'To  where  the  billows,  capped  with  jjcarly  spray, 

Phosphorent  glimmerings  on  the  margins  quiver, 
(iracing  shrines  bordering  romantic  way. 

While  ovQr  the  site  of  an  ancient  fortress, 

Shimmering  rays  and  mellow  moonbeams  fell. 

And  there  upreared  in  ethereal  lucidness. 
Tapering  spire,  within, hung  silent  bell. 

Time  honored  ivies,  clasping,  creeping,  vining. 
Roots  imbed  in  crevices  of  rocky  wall, 

Gothic  portals,  lattice,  and  the  cornice  twining, 
Well  adorning  gables  and  the  turrets  tall. 

Place  side  by  side  the  present  and  time  historic; 

Review  the  site  where  stood  inscribed  to  Mars; 
Bastions  and  ramparts,  trod  by  sentinels  heroic, 

Long  ere  the  city's  spires  loomed  to  the  stars. 
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SPRING    TIME    MUSINGS. 

Come  muse  and  spread  tliy  wind's  for  flight, 

'I'he  woods  are  green  again, 
The  golden  sunbeams  shed  their  light. 

Where  spring  time  drives  her  train. 

Bring  fancy  fair,  thy  sister  sprite. 

And  poesy  fling  amain, 
That  sing  of  beauties  whicdi  unite 

Symphony's  sweetesU-strain. 

Bring  magie  from  the  weird  elf  land. 

That  charming  every  heart  ; 
Bring  dancing  rills,  rejoicing  sand, 

That  music  rich  iin|jart. 

Then  sing  me  intonations  grand, 

Immortalize  the  art; 
l/Ct  numbers  soft  and  sweet  ex[jand 

As  morn  from  night  depart. 

Oh  sing  me  her,  that's  ever  young. 

And  fairer  than  the  i\i)\ii; 
To  whom  in  early  years  I  flung 

'i'he  emljlems  first  of  love. 

(io  bring  me  chords  which  never  sung, 

On  zephyrs  soft  above, 
Then  let  a  cadence  new  be  rung, 

That  transports  sing  of  love. 
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THE    TOURNAMENT. 

Come,  when  morning's  purple  gates, 
Opens  light  u])on  the  lakes; 
When  its  flood  of  lucid  fire, 
Music  wages  on  lute  and  lyre. 

Come  where  Apollo  drives  his  steed. 
Whirling  car  at  rapid  speed; 
Gilding  earth  and  air  and  sea, 
Riding  on  in  majesty. 

Painting  far  the  Occident, 
Making  glad  the  mountain  rent; 
Where  the  soul  refreshing  rill, 
Leajis  and  dances  down  the  hill. 

Come,  when  sweet  enchanting  sound, 
Wakes  the  slopes  for  leagues  around; 
Come,  and  wander  in  the  bowers, 
Well  adorned  with  buds  and  flowers. 

Bring  the  maidens- to  the  dells. 
Garlands  fiishion  for  the  belles; 
Lilies  weave  with  roses  red, 
Place  them  on  each  queenly  head. 

Knights  will  ride  the  tournament, 
Each  on  crowning  beauty  bent; 
When  the  coursers  cross  the  green. 
And  the  errant-knight  is  seen. 

Evsry  eye  shall  s]xirklc  light, 
When  the  brow  of  s])Otless  white, 
Bears  the  flowers  which  all  convene, 
Beautifying  Knighted  Queen. 
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THE  LARK   TO    THE   MOUNTAIN  BOY. 

Mountain  boy,  for  thee  I'm  singing, 
When  the  morning  falls  its  fire; 

Full  merrily  for  thee  ringing, 
Early  carols  on  my  lyre. 

High  above  the  forest  winging, 

Sweetest  chimes  and  mellow  lays; 
Playing  rover,  wildly  flinging. 

Far  the  joyous  notes  of  praise. 
• 
Blithesome  boy  I  sing  by  waters, 

Where  the  dews  of  night  distill; 
Weaving  music  for  the  daughters, 

Rambling  by  the  silver  rill. 

When  my  melodies  are  flowing, 

Soaring  high  in  upper  air; 
Proud  am  I  my  raptures  throwing 

O'er  the  youthful  and  the  fair. 

Mountain  boy,  when  day  rejoices. 
Through  the  tangled  sylvan  bowers. 

Join  we  all  with  mingling  voices, 
Where  the  incense  balm  the  flowers. 

When  our  carols  cease  infesting 

The  azure  curtained  sky; 
In  the  brambles  we  are  resting, 

Katydids  around  reply. 

When  the  firefly  lights  the  forest, 
And  the  twilight  round  is  laid. 

Rocked  are  we  in  downy  nest, 
P.y  the  zephyrs  on  the  glade. 


I  82  TO    LIZZIE. 

Mountain  boy,  when  moon  is  sailing 
Through  the  spacious  heaven  deep; 

When  the  clouds  its  crescent  veiling, 
Cozy  in  our  nest  we  sleep. 


TO  LIZ'/JE. 

Your  precious  gift  to  hand  in  time, 
For  which  I  send  you  thanks  in  rhyme, 
And  hoi)e  that  bliss  upon  the  wing. 
Shall  round  thy  home  her  mantle  fling. 

May  each  beginning  Hood  of  light, 
Around  you  fall  with  eliin  sleight; 
May  thy  fair  children  each  day  wake. 
And  of  their  elders'  joy  jjartake. 

Their  voices  ring  like  song  of  lark. 
That  warbles  high  above  the  park; 
When  sunlight  scatters  with  its  beams, 
Aurora's  rapid  fading  gleams. 

Gilds  farstretched  vale,  and  mountain  line, 
Bedecked  with  robes  of  summer  time; 
May  July  Fourth,  each  coming  year, 
Bring  to  ye  pleasure  and  good  cheer. 
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I  WATCH   THEE  IN  THY  DREAMS,   MY  BOY. 

I  watch  thee  in  thy  dreams,  my  boy, 
No  sound  shall  wake  thy  balmy  sleep; 

Thy  spirit  wafts  a  source  of  joy. 
And  silent  I  my  thoughts  do  keep. 

I  look  on  thee  with  blissful  glee, 

When  birdlings  chirp  their  morning  song; 

At  night  I  send  a  prayer  for  thee 

On  high  where  bide  the  angel  throng. 

I  sing  for  thee  my  gems  of  praise, 

My  heart-strings  mingle  with  the  mirth; 

My  voice  shall  ring  forth  merry  lays, 
Around  thy  cheerful  home  and  hearth. 

Fair  boy,  methinks,  when  youth  was  borne. 

Upon  my  own  once  childlike  brow; 
I  pray  on  thine  shall  long  be  worn. 

The  garlands  pure  as  wraps  them  now. 


WONDERS. 

A  world  of  wonders 

And  things  begot; 
A  world  of  thunders, 

That  roar  and  stop; 
A  world  of  blunders. 

Where  some's  on  top. 
And  others  under 

That's  soon  forgot. 
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AFTER   THOUGHT. 

Tell  me  not  of  things  bright  and  fair, 
Nor  starlit  skies  beyond  compare, 

For  I  have  lost  what  I  accjuired, 

And  missed   the  mark  at  which  T  fired. 

Once  battling  world  with  good  intent. 
My  days  were  not  idly  spent; 

My  arrow  has  been  turned  aside, 
In  (piiver  many  more  reside. 

Of  it  all  I  am  well  aware, 

But  tell  me  who  shall  ever  dare, 

To  measure  e'en  my  well  won  prize, 
Victory  comes  oft  in  disguise. 

We  value  not  the  mountain  peaks. 

But  gems  and  pearls  that  crevice  seek; 

The  ebb  when  low  turns  ocean's  tide. 
And  cast  new  jiearls  on  the  seaside. 


/  GAZED   ON  THE   OCEAN. 

I  gazed  on  the  ocean,  when  dawn  was  adorning 

The  deep  furrowed  sea,  that  was  rolling  afar; 
And  I  wrote  of  that  tempestuous  soul -stirring  morning. 

When  canvas  drew  tighter  and  tighter  on  spar; 
I  looked  on  the  leveled  waves,  when  the  sunset  was  burning, 

On  horizon  west,  with  an  ex(iuisite  flame, 
Which  rivalled  in  beauty  Aurora's  returning; 

I  recorded  them  each  on  the  vellum  of  fame. 
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A  UTUM/y. 

Autumn  days  are  swiftly  fleeing, 
Thro'  narrowing  suns  they  pass; 

Leaves  are  tinted,  fates  decreeing, 
Fall  upon' the  wilting  grass. 

Fierce  the  gales,  whose  strength  is  blasting, 

Hurl  the  forest  glory  down; 
Fading  beauty  wildly  wasting, 

Stripping  mountains  of  their  crown. 

On  the  hillsides  terraced  spaces, 

Lie  the  tokens  matting  steep; 
Wondrous  nature  changing  faces, 

While  we  mortals  are  asleep. 

Cottage  fires  are  brightly  burning. 
Youth  around  the  hearthside  play; 

Some  the  leaves  of  books  are  turning, 
Cheerful  evenings  pass  away. 


THE  ALTAR   OF  FREEDOM. 

Let  science,  truth,  and  zeal  unite, 

An  altar  build  in  every  bower; 
Whose  fires  shall  light  each  mountain  height, 

Illumine  earth  with  freemen's  power; 
Set  up  the  beacon,  and  dismiss 

Oppression  from  plain  and  upland  tower, 
Then  freedom's  flame  the  world  shall  kiss; 

Before  it,  tyranny  shall  cower. 
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GENIUS.  * 

Genius  is  skill  and  wisdom  combined, 

It  faces  reverses  undaunted; 
'Tis  not  to  any  one  race  confined, 

Though  in  many  a  tribe  its  wanted. 

Child  of  nature,  inspired  and  animated, 

Born  with  spark  of  vital  flame; 
Promethean  creature,  ah  !  created, 

A  disc  to  light  the  path  of  fume. 

Ever  lives  with  strategy  triumi)hant: 
Wars  against  tyranny  and  oppression; 

Flourishes  amidst  enlightenment. 
Never  knowing  retrogression. 

Wealth  nor  power  never  can  create  it: 
Poverty  can  never,  never  crush  it; 

Nor  plumb  nor  level  yet  hath  lined  it: 
Rhetoric  has  failed  to  define  it. 

How  oft  its  been  in  a  log  cabin  born. 
Or  nurtured  on  some  rugged  hillside  ; 

Ofttimes  it  meets  contempt  and  scorn, 
Where  envious  dolts  and  witlings  ride. 

Like  celestial  sunlight,  it  is  free, 
A  gift  which  gold  has  never  bought; 

Unmeasured  what  its  future  yet  shall  be. 
Owner  of  mysteries  untaught. 

*Anioiig  the  ancients  a  good  or  evil  spirit,  or  Genii,  was  supposed 
to  preside  over  a  inan's  destiny  in  life  ;  that  is  to  direct  his  birth,  and 
actions,  and  to  be  his  guard  and  guide  throughout  life. 
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HARPER'S  FERRY. 

Oh!    storied  town,  with  memories  great, 
Majestic  as  thy  mountain  tower, 

That  guard  the  hoary  Blue  Ridge  gate, 
And  seem  in  air,  sway  sovereign  power. 

Thy  rough  grey  boulders  gajje  ajar, 
In  massy  walls  of  granite  rock; 

Beholders  gaze  on  breaks  and  scars. 

That  rended  seem  by  earthfjuake  shock. 

Here  nature  wisely  plied  her  art. 
Bid  grandeur  in  wild  gorges  risC; 

And  waters  meet  from  vales  apart. 

Beneath  the  cliffs  which  melt  in  skies. 

Earth's  dignity,  thy  mountain  line; 

Thy  peaks  ascending  tower  high; 
Ne'er  hath  a  landscape  so  divine. 

Elsewhere  enchanted  mortal  eye. 

Go  and  climb  those  lofty  smnmits, 
That  swings  in  heaven's  purity; 

Resistless  is  the  impress  on  it, 
Of  their  C'reator's  majesty. 

Jefferson  scanned  those  granite  height, 
And  justly  said,  with  astonished  eyes, 

'Tis  worth  a  trip,  over  oceans  great, 
To  gaze  on  such  declivities. 

Wast  thou  thus  marked,  in  bygone  ages,- 
By  this  great  rent  in  mountain  chain; 

To  rise  a  disc,  on  history's  pages. 
To  stand  a  Salem  on  our  plain. 


I  S  S  HA  A'  I  '/■:  A' '  .V    /■7:'  A'  A' } '. 

Ainrat  boasts  of  Noah  and  tlic  ark; 

Ida  and  ()lym])us  crown  the  deep; 
Caucasiiis  and  Alps  is  set  apart, 

To  the  world's  comiuerors  that  sleep. 

Lo !   age  with  garlands  wreathe  thy  brow; 

Like  'rhcrniopylae,  thou  hast  found  place; 
Time  will  around  thee  legends  throw, 

And  on  thv  rocks  hieroglyphics  trace. 

Around  thy  mounts  and  wa\'ing  waters, 
Arc  seen  to  i)ause  as  if  spell -bound, 

Columbia's  beautiful  daughters. 

To  gaze  on  turrets  heaven  (-rowned. 

Merc  all  must  drink  delight,  whose  eyes 
Have  ga/ed  uijoii  thy  terraced  height; 

Or  trod  the  cliffs  which  rugged  rise, 
Where  children  play  in  the  sunlight. 

Here  first  appears  Aurora's  glance, 
That  lights  thy  brow  with  early  morn; 

The  evening  shade  seem  to  enhance, 
The  sombreness  in  twilight  worn. 

Here  telegraphs  reach  golden  gate; 

Commerce  on  rails,  through  gorges  sweep; 
At  granite  lock  is  seen  to  wait, 

Well  laden  boats,  a  ])assing  fleet. 

Afric's  race,  in  far  distant  lands. 

Shall  of  thee  tell,  record  and  tlaiin: 
That  here  was  struck  first  blow  by  hands. 

That  severed  their  well  forged  chain. 

Hist(jry  will  tell  and  long  |)roclaim, 

A  score  and  two  held  brick  fort's  gates; 

That  awful  night,  when  terror  reigned. 
That  shook  the  harinonv  of  States. 
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They  wandered  here,  they  knew  not  why, 

They  guided  seemed  by  ruthless  fate; 
Ages  may  solve  the  mystery, 

Of  their  antipathy  and  hate. 

'Twill  tell  of  her,  who  wheeled  away 

A  citizen,  when  he  was  shot; 
And  ])aint  sunbeams  that  round  did  play, 

When  woman  went  where  man  dared  not. 

History  describes  eventful  day, 

When  here  met  southern  sons  of  Mars; 

In  arms  arrayed,  for  warlike  fray, 
Defiant  stood  i)repared  for  wars. 

Then  rolled  the  svnn)athetic  wave. 

In  distant  homes  of  every  State; 
Which  like  a  sound  the  whirlwind  gave, 

Across  Columbia  reverberate. 

Steel-clad  sons,  from  the  northern  mountains. 
Stepped  ([uickly  to  the  trumpets'  call; 

Chivalry  met  from  southern  plains. 
To  play  their  part  in  Afric's  ball. 

Then  eager  footfalls  woke  thy  steeps, 
When  civil  strife  shook  country's  core; 

As  cautious  up  some  chieftain  creeps. 
To  view  his  foe  on  adverse  shore. 

Alternate  swells  with  hope  and  fear. 

His  heart  as  from  thy  airy  dome. 
He  views  the  works  of  former  year. 

That  fall  before  the  scythe  of  doom. 

With  martial  step,  proud  legions  march. 

Ten  thousands  on  to  battle-fields; 
In  combat  met,  and  countermarch. 

And  in  the  onset  none  would  yield. 
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Then  pontoons  crossed  Potomac's  stream, 
Which  eastward  winds  from  distant  mounts; 

And  hurried  lines  of  bayonets  gleam, 
Along  Shenandoah's  bubbling  founts. 

The  valiant  rushed  to  fields  of  war. 
From  every  State  and  river  shore; 

Their  plumed  ranks  waved  like  billows  far, 
When  lines  were  broke  by  cannon  roar. 

Then  youths,  the  joy  of  glorious  age, 
In  arms  arrayed  with  veterans  fought; 

In  meeting  ranks  that's  red  with  rage. 
Each  faced  his  foe  and  danger  sought. 

In  sunny  south  were  mournful  eyes. 

Which  veiled  a  depth,  unfathomed  woes; 

A  gloom  o'erhung  the  northern  skies, 
Beneath  which  many  a  tear  drop  flows. 

Yet  woman  stood,  as  of  olden  time. 

Their  voices  thrilled,  when  bugles  sung. 

Chants  eulogies,  and  battle  rhyme, 

And  banners  wove,  on  standards  hung. 

E'en  maidens  cared  for  wounded  braves. 
Renewing  courage  with  their  breath; 

Soft  as  the  mildest  zephyr  laves. 
Was  never  silenced  but  in  death. 

We  envy  not  the  ancient  knight. 
Nor  chivalry  that  died  with  race; 

Ours  l)lazon  forth  triumphs  more  bright. 
And  fills  on  earth  the  highest  place. 

Here  midst  general  consternation, 
The  northern  band  was  put  in  fright; 

Resulting  in  capitulation. 

And  southern  arms  placed  on  thy  height. 


HA RPER'S    FERK  Y. 

Those  mounts  then  bore  three-score  and  six 
Great  guns,  and  none  could  be  persuaded, 

When  heavy  shot  for  Miles,  they'd  fix; 
Those  lofty  heights  could  be  invaded. 

How  oft  did  the  artillery's  peal, 
Hurl  its  dun  colored  clouds  in  air; 

While  martial  notes  aloft  did  steal, 
And  wildly  mingle  with  it  there. 

Grim  visaged  war  has  sinoothed  her  front. 
Now  peace  and  unity  hold  sway; 

Progress  and  art,  seek  for  new  fount. 
Where  blessings  flow  in  vast  array. 

But  thou  wilt,  in  our  war-like  lore, 
Be  foremost  on  the  page  arrayed; 

That  fames  the  flags  the  cohorts  bore. 
And  valor  of  each  bold  brigade. 

When  generations  new  hold  sway. 

And  hark  to  tales  which  round  thee  dwell; 
Recalling  scenes  of  bygone  day. 

And  legends  by  their  hearthstones  tell. 

Let  northern  blasts,  which  winter  blows 
From  boreal  realms,  thy  sole  invader  be; 

'Twill  deck  thy  walls  with  ice  and  snow, 
And  fringe  thy  rugged  cliffs  for  thee. 

But  sunlight  glow,  and  summer  breeze. 
Shall  on  Utopian  vales  descend; 

Glittering  gold  shall  burnish  leas, 
Whose  beauty  never  yet  was  penned. 

Let  peace  and  jjlenty  ever  reign. 
And  wisdom  new  delights  employ; 

Gladdening  mountains,  and  the  plain, 
Spreading  abroad  exulting  joy. 
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192  TO   JOSEPHINE. 

Blessing  Shenandoah's  lovely  vales, 
And  banks  which  blue  Potomac  lave; 

Each  valley's  boast  romancing  tales, 
Home  of  the  fair,  land  of  the  brave. 


TO  JOSEPHINE. 

Wherever  thy  barque  is  tossed, 

Let  Faith  thy  pilot  be; 
Know  this:  God  rules  the  starry  host 

And  things  that's  hid  from  thee. 

Should  thou  tempests  have  to  face, 

Let  Hope  thy  anchor  be; 
Sunshine  shall  all  clouds  erase, 

Gladness  oil  the  waves  for  thee. 

Like  heaven's  air  and  heaven's  sun. 

Thy  Charity  for  all; 
Thy  record  read,  'tis  well  done, 

Sweet  the  resonance  fall. 

Faith,  Hope  and  Charity, 

Engrave  with  magic  pen; 
'Twill  live  adown  eternity, 

Inscribed  on  hearts  of  men. 
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AUTUMN. 

Leaves  are  falling  from  the  willow, 
Maple,  oak,  .the  elm,  and  all; 

Riding  on  with  gales  or  billow, 
Downward  ever  they  must  fall. 

All  must  die,  the  stately  forests' 
Leafy  burdens  seem  to  say; 

As  the  vapors  color  far  west, 
Ever  vanishing  away. 

Eventide  with  crimson  glory. 
Forerunner  of  twilight  grey, 

Tableaus  for  us  the  story. 
At  the  close  of  every  day. 

Oft  we  gaze  and  oft  remember, 
When  the  sun  equator  crossed, 

Rolling  time,  up  to  December, 
With  the  winter's  snow  and  frost. 


ACROSTIC. 

Justice,  Truth  and  Mercy  shine. 
Overriding  fleeting  years  of  time; 
Surpassing  patience  most  sublime, 
Ever  while  air  and  light  combine. 
Poets  shall  rise,  from  time  to  time; 
Heavenward  shall  their  musings  climb. 
Illumined  with  names,  amongst  them  thine; 
Names  around  which  Love  and  Freedom  twine. 
Encomiums  almost  divine. 
13 
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THE  SEWING  BASKET. 

Scraphinc,  Seraiihine, 

Oh!  how  could  you  ask  it; 
Have  one  wasting  i)recious  time, 

Mending  such  a  sewing  basket! 

Had  it  been  for  another, 

Then  1  wouhl  have  said  avast  it; 
lUit  1  knew  you  had  none  other, 

St)  niethought  I  woukl  recast  it. 

With  a  hoop  of  gold  I'd  bind  it, 
Had  it  been  a  broken  casket, 

And  placed  rare  gems  around  it, 
That  would  have  brighter  flashed  it. 

Now  when  I  am  done  rcjjairing, 
A  pun  will  place  in  the  basket. 

You  can  read  what  I  am  declaring, 
It  will  tell  you  ht)w  to  task  it. 

Cheerful  Seraphine,  now  take  it. 
And  oh  never  harshly  grasp  it; 

For  I  never  shall  relate  it 
If  again  you  ever  blast  it. 

Take  it,  fdl  it  full  of  clover, 

Long  may  thy  industry  clasj)  it; 

May  memories  ])leasant  h()\er 

Round  thee  and  thv  useful  basket. 
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THE   PHARMACEUTIST. 

Good  people  all  attention  give, 

Come  listen  while  the  sonnet's  rhyme; 

The  lyric  tells  invention  lives, 

Coine,  hearken  to  the  music's  chime. 

I'll  sing  not  silks,  nor  bonnets  new. 

Nor  slippers,  Cinderella's  size; 
I'll  never  sit  in  cushioned  pew. 

To  watch  fair  nymphs  with  laughing  eyes. 

Hark!  Poesy  sings  AJj^honso's  fame. 
Who  flavors  tonics  with  champagne; 

Those  mixtures  drive  afar  all  pain, 

And  blasts  the  de'il's  melancholy  train. 

When  ta'en  in  honey,  or  in  cream, 
Where  falls  the  sunshine  or  the  snow, 

Will  cheer  the  heart,  give  pleasant  dream, 
And  drive  dull  care  to  regions  low. 

'Tis  good  for  blades  just  off  a  frolic, 
That  sow  wild  oats  on  every  side; 

'Tis  good  for  babes,  who  have  the  colic, 
And  lads  in  mud  with  shoes  untied. 

Come,  youth  and  age,  attention  give, 
And  listen  while  the  banjo  plays; 

The  music  sings  invention  lives, 
Come  hearken  to  my  roundelays. 

From  north,  from  south,  from  east,  from  west, 
Invalids  come,  the  charms  enhance; 

When  the  two  lips,  with  balm  is  blessed, 
The  halt  can  leap,  the  lame  can  dance. 
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THE  BOUQUET. 

Come,  festoon  me  in  garlands  gay, 
Flowers  fresh  from  Flora's  bower; 

Whose  petals  dryads  fill  with  spray, 
Early  in  the  morning  hour. 

There  intermingle  amethysts, 

With  callas  and  camelias; 
Wild  rose  and  olive,  moist  with  mist, 

'Twixt  fuschias  and  the  dahlias. 

Bring  mignonette,  and  tips  of  fir, 

Hyacinths  and  jessamine, 
Houstania,  and  the  fragrant  myrrh. 

Also  twigs  of  stately  pine. 

Let  lilacs  and  the  lilies  dwell 
Side  crocus  and  magnolia; 

Place  volkamenias,  and  blue  bell. 
With  beech,  and  arborvita. 

Their  sentiments  shall  ever  thus. 
Read  a  token  to  remind  us, 

Of  those  who  have  been  kind  to  us, 
That  we  have  left  behind  us. 
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BEAVER    RIVER. 

By  Beaver  stream  I  chanced  to  rove. 

When  evening  sun  the  west  was  gilding, 

Across  the  fields,  soft  zephyrs  glide, 

Where  yellow  corn  were  tassels  yielding. 

My  prancing  courser,  milky  white, 

Sped  highway,  crossing  sloping  ridges; 

Along  the  base  below  the  height, 

The  limpid  waters  sj)anned  by  bridges. 

The  sentry  stood  the  toll  to  take. 

For  southern  tourists  here  were  many; 
Lo  !  when  I  charged  upon  the  gate, 

His  well  trained  voice  cried  out  "  a  penny." 

My  pacer  halts,  he  knew  the  song. 

And  I  pulled  out  a  silver  dollar; 
The  keeper's  eye  ran  it  along, 

Prepared  to  change  it  like  a  scholar. 

Lo  !  when  I  gazed  upon  his  purse. 

To  my  surprise  it  was  a  whopper; 
The  change  he  rhymed  in  jostling  verse. 

And  every  stanza  filled  with  copper. 

He  smiled  a  cjuaint  but  honest  grin. 
The  coin  expands  my  wallet  thicker. 

His  purse  then  shrunk  most  awful  thin. 

The  weight  slacked  my  courser's  double  quicker. 

Lo  !    further  on  a  lassie  throws, 

Me  a  bouquet;  not  a  word  was  spoken; 

A  blue  bell  blushed  beside  a  rose. 
And  each  entwined  a  lily  token. 
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1  oft  have  thought  of  co([uette  fair, 
Whose  starlit  eyes  I  well  remember  ; 

Who  joking  threw  the  trio  rare, 

From  out  the  gloveless  hand  so  tender. 

I  often  think  of  the  sweet  flowers, 
And  of  that  maiden's  l)lushes; 

Whose  footsteps  raml)led  in  the  bowers, 
That  grace  the  banks  where  Ikaver  rushes. 

Memory  recalls  from  passing  life, 

Those  happy  scenes  that's  ever  ending; 

Which  gaily  shed  on  toil  and  strife, 

Their  joyous  mirth,  and  sunshine  lending. 

When  peace  and  pleasure  travelers  greet, 
The  worthy  mind  forgette.th  never; 

We  unknown  angels  ofttimes  meet; 
Rambling  some  soul-refreshing  river. 


Z  0  VE. 

Love,  thou  art  a  game  of  chance. 

Thy  chains  are  adamantine; 
Starry  eyes  their  witching  glance, 

Darting  forth  the  crystal  inc. 
]''atal  gleams  from  quiver  dart. 

Aimless  seem  when  bowstrings  bend; 
Strike  haphazard  in  the  heart, 

Rending  bosom  in  the  end. 
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THE   ORCHARD. 

Go  to  yon  orchard  when  morning  is  waking, 

The  blooming  buds  open  to  light; 
Over  the  meadows  the  fragrance  is  breaking, 

Enchanting  the  nectar's  delight. 

Robins  are  building  on  wide-spreading  branches, 

In  blossomings  beautiful  drest; 
Weaving  their  cots  where  the  chirrup  enhances, 

The  charms  of  the  builder  and  nest. 

Safely  on  topmost  limb  workers  are  clinging. 

There  fastening  castles  in  air; 
Sweetly  the  twitters  about  them  are  ringing, 

They  circle  and  smoothen  with  care. 

Level  the  balance,  with  wee  ones  and  mother, 
There  hide  when  rain  falling  from  sky; 

And  when  the  berries  are  gathered  like  rovers 
To  southernmost  greenwoods  they  fly. 


PETRIFIED  MUSIC. 

Petrified  music  brings  harmonies  near. 
Fashions  for  vision  its  beauties  so  clear; 
Every  sight  shows  some  pleasant  surprise, 
Waking  the  soul  and  enchanting  the  eyes; 
Matchless  is  nature  which  ever  imparts. 
Ideas  that's  mimicked  by  lovers  of  art. 
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SENEx  yjs  riWR. 

May  success  attend  thy  \van(lcrini(s, 
So  kcc])  thy  wheels  ui)()n  the  line; 

Let  mirthful  voices  notes  of  gladness  ring, 
That  with  thy  rattle  keejjing  time. 

Let  ever  childish  harmonies 

Swee])  realms  of  ethereal  air, 
And  swell  with  its  sweet  symphonies 

livery  throbbing  pulse  of  care. 

And  wake  in  bosom  pure  emotion, 
Recalling  scenes  in  days  gone  by, 

\Vhen  morning  brightened  earth  and  ocean 
And  fairies  danced  'twixt  earth  and  sky. 

While  orbs  on  high  are  ever  sending 
Beams  to  brighten  cherub's  laugh, 

I^et  us  to  little  ones  be  lending 
Flowrets  fair  to  strew  their  i)ath. 


Haste  is  a  mark  of  inmiaturity,  and  he  who  is  certain  of 
himself,  and  master  of  his  tools,  knows  that  he  is  able,  and 
neither  hurries  nor  worries,  but  the  rank  weed  shoots  up  in 
a  day,  and  as  quickly  dies.  i'.iil  ihe  long  growing  olive 
tree  stands  from  century  to  <  enlury,  and  drops  from  its 
boughs  the  ripe  fruits  throughout  the  (|uiet  autumn  air. 
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OUT  OF    THE  MIST. 

Out  of  the  mist  of  the  morning, — 

Out  of  the  orient  afar, — 
Darts  Aurora's  red  adorning, 

The  ultramarinden  bar. 

Out  of  the  mist  over  the  ocean; 

Billows  that  ruffling  grand, 
Darts  the  effulgence  where,  in  motion, 

Surging  waves  drive  on  headland. 

Out  of  the  mist  sunbeams  glancing, 
Light  the  forest  and  the  dale; 

Illumines  waterfalls  dancing, 

Whose  music  is  waft  on  the  gale. 

Out  of  the  mist  to  sublimities. 
In  the  grey  eagle's  possession, 

Darting  rays  on  declivities, 
Until  noon's  retrogression. 


COLUMBIA. 

Columbia's  land,  the  beautiful  land, 

Encirclerl  by  dee])  briny  oceans; 
Every  hamlet  on  hill,  vale  and  strand. 

Is  blessed  with  liberty's  notions; 
Starlight  brightens  fiir  her  mountain  heights. 

That  mortal  footsteps  never  trod. 
Whose  towering  clomes  watch  far  the  sights. 

Where  full  three  score  millions  worship  God. 
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ni'.sriNY. 

'rhoiij^li  (Ic'Stiii)'  will)  (U'kTiniiH'fl  will 
I)ri\r  IIkh'  in  (lie  sulitlc  palhs  ol   lime 

J''r;ir  not,  seek  llinii  lor  wisdom  slill. 
And  kiiow'lcdm'  in  a  j^arland  twine. 

Nay!   like  a  pluvnix  lln'ie  shall  spiinj; 

A  healllilul  plant,  a  iilooininif  tree; 
In  spreadiiiL;'  jiranclics,  iiaipen  slriiii^'s 

Shall  joyous  music  wake  lor  thee. 

Nay!    from  the  smallesl  Iwi}^^  shall  rise- 
Notes  swei'tt'r  than  a  siren  sonj;; 

Viliralin;;  silver  toned  ri'plies, 
Ke-e(  hoiiiL;  wihl  wood  anlonL,^ 

The  somhre  d.irkness  turns  to  light, 
AVhen  on  it  opi'us  li.nht  of  heaven; 

i.i'l  wa\'es  of  passion  in  their  llii^hl, 
do  down  with  the  sun  at  e\en. 


'I'o  accomplish  j^rt'at  lhinL;s,  is  the  study  of  yi-ars; 

Not  liy  idl\   dreaininj;',  nor  in  the  sheddini,^  of  tears, 

Up  and  lie  doing,  slick  to  and  patiently  plan; 

\,v\    tlu'  I'nding  e\i'r  show  to  the  woiid,  vou'rt-  ever  a  man. 
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FOREVER   BE   FREE. 

From  the  heights  of  Columbia's  mountains, 

From  the  billows  which  roll  to  her  gates, 
From  the  crystals  of  musical  fountains, 

Flow  the  songs  of  our  glorious  States. 
From  the  storms  which  are  roving  the  highlands. 

From  the  whirlwinds  wherever  they  be. 
From  the  tem]jests  surrounding  the  islands, 

Flow  the  chorus,  forever  be  free. 

From  the  arrows  of  lighfning  on  azure, 

From  the  torrents  enriching  her  plain, 
From  the  thunder's  obstreperous  measure. 

Flow  the  echoes  around  us  again. 
From  the  zephyrs  that's  wandering  meadows. 

From  the  leaflets  adorning  each  tree. 
From  the  wild  flowers  waving  their  shadows. 

Flow  the  chorus,  forever  lie  free. 

In  the  hearts  of  our  mothers  its  ringing. 

In  the  bosoms  of  freemen  its  dear. 
For  the  maidens  and  striplings  are  singing, 

And  the  music  reverberates  clear. 
On  the  confines  of  earth  it  shall  ([uiver. 

And  the  cadence  tell  nations  that  be, 
From  the  raptures  of  spheres  like  a  river, 

Flow  the  chorus,  forever  be  free. 


2  04 


CUMBERLAND. 

Far  \\\t  the  hills  of  Maryland, 
On  southern  sloi)es  the  fairest, 

There's  built  the  city  Cumberland, 
Amid  landscapes  the  rarest. 

There  springtime  opens  out  delights, 
Through  sunshine  falls  the  showers; 

Gives  life  to  lilies  blooming  white, 
And  fills  the  glade  with  flowers. 

Wills  Mountain  towers  above  the  spires, 

On  rocks  the  ivy's  clinging; 
In  verdant  vales  the  feathered  choirs, 

Throughout  the  summer  singing. 

The  robin,  linnet  and  the  thrush, 
Join  blackbirds  in  the  chorus; 

And  all  the  songsters  in  the  bush, 
Chirruj)  melodies  glorious. 

The  streamlet  Wills  winds  round  the  hib 

Between  the  broken  ledges. 
Whose  shining  rills,  dewdrops  distill, 

O'er  pebbled  beds  and  sedges. 

Along  the  shore  red  squirrels  bide. 
With  ])hcasants,  and  the  otters, 

And  hundreds  of  the  finny  tribe, 
Traverse  the  lim])id  waters. 

Wills  crystals  mingle  with  the  lymjih 

Of  blue  Potomac  River, 
Whose  flime  is  known  to  every  nymph; 

That's  heard  of  Cupid's  ([uiver. 
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The  l)arge  lies  moored  to  its  banks, 

And  wherries  skim  the  waters; 
On  terraces  the  boys  ]jlay  pranks, 

There  laugh  the  winsome  daughters. 

Whose  voices  charm  the  southern  breeze, 

When  l)right  the  morning  shining; 
And  wafts  in  air  alluring  glees, 

When  evening  sun  declining. 

How  dear  the  sights,  to  those  who  strayed, 

In  youth  along  the  river; 
Memory  enshrines  where  once  they  played, 

The  scene  forgotten  never. 


EriTAFIL 
A  young  Irishman  asked  me  to  write  him  an  epitaph  and  I  wrote  thus. 

Beneath  this  mound  a  storied  truth. 

Here  Michael  Rochford  rests,  dead  as  a  poker, 

For  two  and  twenty  years  a  worthy  youth. 
But  through  the  same  a  wondrous  joker. 

The  Chinese  in  Sinbad's  wash  house, 

Waylaid  this  youth,  with  locks  so  yellow; 

He  caught  a  cold  from  many  a  souse. 

They  brought  to  grief  the  laughing  fellow. 

While  round  this  stone  shall  fall  the  hail; 

'Twill  tell  he  was  from  County  Clare, 
Lo!  Erin's  Isle  his  loss  bewail; 

He  has  gone  his  friends  know  not  where. 
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CAPTURE   OF  GENS.    CROOKS  AND  KELLY. 

When  midnight  hung  its  curtain  round, 

And  winter  wrapt  the  height, 
Where  Wills  Creek  and  Potomac  bound 

In  icy  fetters  tight. 

There  lay  ten  thousand  armed  men, 

Encamped  upon  the  hill; 
But  not  a  musket  woke  the  glen, 

Nor  bugle  sounding  shrill. 

At  midnight  on  Virginia's  shore, 
MacNeil  ranged  his  daring  clan. 

That  numbered  full  three  score, 
To  surprise  the  northern  van. 

With  hearts  of  steel  defying  fate, 

The  resolute  command 
Crossed  boundaries  of  native  State, 

With  well  tried  swords  in  hand. 

While  Morpheus  waved  his  poppy  leaves, 

In  every  snow-white  tent; 
Confederates  the  guards  deceives 

On  Cimiberland's  pavement. 

Deep  silence  reigned,  while  a  muffled  tramp 

Of  troopers  on  the  snow. 
That's  gliding  past  the  lurid  lamp, 

Whose  rays  are  flickering  low. 

The  clock  struck  one,  they  list  and  wait, 

Before  Revere' s  tall  front; 
Whose  portals  they  quick  penetrate, 

As  warriors  are  wont. 
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Within  the  mansion,  wrapt  in  dreams, 

Proud  Crooks  and  Kelly  lay; 
They  wake  to  see  the  sabres  gleam, 

Awe  struck  and  in  dismay. 

For  southern  voices  cried.  Up  and  dress  ! 

Haste  thee!   and  don't  be  slow, 
Ere  long  in  Richmond  you  shall  mess; 

Swift  chargers  Avait  below. 

With  guards  they  pass  the  opening  door, 

And  mount  on  saddled  steed. 
Horsemen  behind,  horsemen  before, 

Rush  them  on  breakneck  speed. 

Across  the  ford  and  up  the  hill. 

The  city's  left  behind; 
On  with  an  impetuous  will. 

Their  gallop  wakes  the  wind. 

On  hillsides,  where  the  tempests  blow, 

Each  hoof  emitting  fire, 
The  hanging  rocks,  bereft  of  snow, 

Look  down  with  aspect  dire. 

From  mountain  tops,  the  sentries  call. 

To  arms!   ring  lond  amain; 
The  fortress  guns,  both  great  and  small, 

Hurl  missiles  over  plain. 

The  northern  legions  all  awake, 

As  wildly  rolls  the  drum. 
Along  the  lines  the  panic  breaks. 

For  terror  strikes  them  dumb. 

The  southern  fair,  applauds  the  band, 

And  honored  Dixie  more; 
'Twas  heralded  throughout  their  land. 

And  sang  on  every  shore. 
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And  now  at  e'entide  aged  sires, 
Beside  their  hearthstones  tell, 

The  martial  tales  of  their  camp  fires 
And  youths  enjoy  it  well. 


THE   PLUMBERS. 

In  Cumberland's  fair  city. 

There  is  quite  a  number. 
Of  renowned  celebrities, 

Every  one  a  plumber. 

They  are  workers  of  tin, 
They  are  workers  of  brass, 

Let  them  once  get  within. 
Your  portals;   Alas ! 

Fixing  pipes  and  a  socket. 

From  cellar  to  deck. 
They  will  lighten  your  pocket. 

And  gather  your  check. 

Their  accounts  in  bank  are  immense, 
Walking  your  house  around. 

They  charge  to  you  as  expense, 
Bill  it  from  gable  to  ground. 

How  clever  those  gentlemen. 

If  short  of  cash  you  be; 
Thy  will  say  every  now  and  then, 

Pass  building  over  to  me. 
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BATTLE   OF  BALUS  BLUFF. 

At  noonday  on  the  Bluffs  of  Ball, 
The  bugles  flourished  wild  refrains; 

That  mingled  with  the  lusty  call, 
Of  warlike  men  upon  the  plains. 

'Mid  clash  of  arms,  the  martial  lays 

Pealed  forth  from  cymbal,  fife  and  drum; 

The  marshaled  ranks  were  all  ablaze. 
And  filled  the  skies  .with  clouds  of  dun. 

Charge!   Charge!  rang  loud  and  loud  amain; 

The  sabres  flashing  crossed  their  steel; 
Steeds  swift  as  wind,  unchecked  by  rein 

Bore  riders  where  the  bayonets  reel. 

Grape  and  canister  fell  pell-mell. 
Fierce  driven  from  unlimbered  car; 

And  soaring  hirh  in  air  was  shell 

Which  bursting,  spread  the  havoc  far. 

While  roaring  guns  shook  earth  and  sky. 
On  crimson  turf  lay  parting  souls; 

The  hills  gave  back  a  weird  reply, 
As  peaceful  on  the  water  rolls. 

The  setting  sun  fled  down  the  west," 
Behind  Shenandoah's  mountains; 

And  the  pale  moon  hid  silver  crest. 
That  night  from  Potomac  fountains. 
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LOSS  OF  HIE  JEANETTE. 

It  was  the  queenly  barque  Jeanette 

That  ready  stood  for  sea. 
And  when  the  master  his  crew  met. 

They  numbered  thirty-three. 

From  stem  to  stern,  from  deck  to  keel, 

From  starboard  to  the  lee. 
With  gig,  life  boats  and  pilot  wheel, 

A  well  rigged  ship  was  she. 

The  order  came  one  afternoon. 

For  them  to  anchor  weigh; 
Her  white  wings  caught  the  breezes  soon, 

Her  streamers  floated  gay. 

Her  well  curved  prow  cleaved  rushing  tide, 
Whose  crests  leaped  everywhere; 

The  waves  roll  back,  as  on  she  rides, 
'Twixt  waters  and  the  air. 

She  plowed  where  gales  tempestuous  greet 

The  roaring  waves  in  might; 
Beyond  which  ice  and  ether  meet 

Beneath  a  northern  night. 

In  Polar  Sea  foimd  islands  three, 

That  were  unknown  to  fame; 
Each  clad  with  snow  eternally, 

They  gave  to  each  a  name. 

The  boreal  winds  were  bleak  and  cold. 
The  hoar  frost  caught  her  fast. 

And  crystal  columns  manifold 
Tower  high  above  her  mast. 


LOSS    OF    -Jill:    JEANETTE.  211 

The  far  off  sun  withdrew  its  gleams 

From  off  the  glacier  flow; 
The  shrouds,  the  spars,  and  cordage  seems 

Add  sombreness  to  woe. 

With  to])sail  reefed,  the  mainsail  fast, 

And  jibboom  frosted  deep, 
The  sailors'  gaze,  for  months,  was  cast 

Where  lode  star  vigils  keep. 

The  master's  eye  scajined  many  a  chart. 

Of  Arctic  coast  and  sea; 
The  compass  veered  not  from  its  art, 

Defying  destiny. 

No  better  ship,  with  steam  or  sail, 

Crossed  Neptune's  habitude; 
Yet  firmly  locked  in  Polar  mail 

On  Ides  of  June  she  stood. 

The  seamen  fought  with  fearless  heart, 

To  save  their  ship  from  wreck; 
And  each  man  acted  well  his  part. 

Upon  the  Jeanette's  deck. 

But  icebergs  smote  and  crushed  amain. 

That  goodly  vessel's  side; 
And  glassy  rocks  none  could  restrain. 

Burst  in  with  bounding  tide. 

She  creaked  and  rolled,  and  mastheads  crossed 

With  snow  tapped  pinnacle; 
The  masts  again  were  u])ward  tossed, 

And  off  went  binnacle. 

Just  as  the  morning's  cleft  from  night. 

The  ice  floe  parts  in  twain; 
Above  her  deck  chill  waves  unite. 

Strong  hearts  are  stung  with  pain. 
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Some  gazed  across  the  endless  snow, 
Where  scowling  ills  did  frown; 

And  others,  one  last  look  bestow, 
Where  their  good  ship  went  down. 

The  master  silent  stood,  for  then 

No  land  around  saw  he. 
And  numbered  o'er  his  l)and  again, 

All  told  were  thirty-three. 


WOMAN. 

'Tis  woman  holds  the  cup  of  fame. 

And  guards  the  temple  and  the  spring; 

Seek  not  alone  an  honored  name. 
She  over  thee,  may  garlands  fling. 

While  earth's  illumined  by  the  sun. 
That  radiant  beams  on  all  bestow; 

While  orbs  through  space  revolving  run, 
That  daily  blesses  things  below. 

But  brighter  far  amid  her  race. 
Is  woman's  sweet  angelic  light. 

She  fills  on  earth  a  brighter  jjlace, 

'i'han  shining  worlds  in  trackless  ilight. 

A  perfect  woman,  who  can  tell? 

Her  worth  beyond  gems  or  ruliies  far; 
In  her  fair  form  a  sj)irit  dwells, 

Mingled  with  love; — a  priceless  star. 


2  I  3 


NATURE'S   WONDERS. 

Aurora  burst  night's  misty  bars, 

And  drove  the  crescent  moon  away, 

Then  hidden  were  the  twinkb'ng  stars, 
In  depths  of  ethereal  spray. 

The  dawn  appeared  and  knit  in  one, 

The  scarlet  trappings  fringed  with  gold; 

Then  gorgeous  tints  of  summer  sun, 
Across  the  skies  in  glory  rolled. 

The  morning  heralds  traced  the  green, 
Where  bands  of  warblers  sang  their  love; 

And  not  a  cloud  was  shown  between. 
The  hemisphere  and  skies  above. 

How  wonderful  the  golden  ray 

Of  sun,  that  warms  the  verdant  earth. 

And  wakes  the  flowers  by  every  way, 
That  modesty  assumes  at  birth. 

And  yet,  we  know  the  swelling  corn. 
Will  push  the  upturned  clod  away, 

And  place  a  stalk  just  newly  born. 
With  roots  imbedded  firm  in  clay. 

I  know  that  from  the  smallest  seed. 
Will  rise  the  tall  and  stately  tree, 

And  grasses  spring  upon  the  mead. 
On  wandering  zephyrs  germs  will  flee. 

The  forest,  field,  the  glade,  and  lawn, 
All  smile  when  nature's  robes  abound; 

Then  each  return  of  morning's  dawn, 
Looks  on  luxuriance  leagues  around. 
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Del i^lit fill  banks,  with  carpets  green, 
IJesiile  the  winding  waters  lay; 

And  here  and  there,  the  daisies  sheen, 
Among  blue  bells,  buttercups  stray. 

Danie  Nature  hath  each  garden  dressed 
And  stoUoped  the  iiak  trees'  leaves; 

.\nd  i)rairies  spread  far  to  the  west, 
Where  the  tall  grass  interweaves. 

Dame  Nature  forms  the  cotton  held, 
Beside  the  broad  Mississippi; 

And  fashions  the  clustering  yield. 
That  sjrow  in  \ine\ards  of  I'^ngedi. 


HO  TE  L    A  CCIDENT. 

A  teaitot  exploded  in  the  kitchen  of  hotel. 

Causing  a  disastrous  feeling; 
All  of  the  waiters  were  enveloped  in  smoke 

^Vhich  curled    in  clouds  on  the  ceiling. 

The  (Miielet  upset  in  a  tub  of  jHitatoes. 

Pumpkins  were  smeared  on  the  window  glasses. 
And  ovsters  went  dancing  through  the  tomatoes. 

While  the  cooks  iieeped  through  veils  of  molasses. 

The  dessert's  upset  in  the  kettle  oi  beef. 
And  all  the  rich  gravies  were  spilled; 

\\\\\  the  hotel  manager  said  'twas  a  relief. 

To  know  that  not  one  of  his  quests  was  killeii. 
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THE  BIRDS  CHOOSE  A  KING. 


Once  upon  a  time, 

So  ancient  legends  say, 

Birds  of  every  clime 
Met  on  a  certain  day, 

To  choose  themselves  a  king. 

In  council  they  decreed. 
The  bird  that  highest  flew 

Should  ever  be  the  ruler 
Of  all  the  feathered  crew. 
And  wear  a  golden  ring. 

Now,  when  the  vote  was  taken. 
They  elected  Peacock  judge. 

And  he  next  appointment  sold 
To  the  Owl,  that  old  fudge,— 
The  holder  of  the  ring. 

The  Parrot  gave  the  signal, 
And  all  sprang  into  air, 

Up  to  heaven  flew  every  bird; 
Birds  from  everywhere; — 
AH  wishing  to  be  king. 

Far  above  all  others 
The  mighty  Kagle  flew, 

And  from  the  dizzy  height. 
Triumphant  notes  bestrew, — 
Behold  VQur  king. 


2  I  6  THE  BIRDS  CHOOSE  A  KING. 

Oh  no  !   hush  your  clacking, 
A  voice  cried  in  his  ear; 

Lo,  on  his  shoulder  perched 
A  Wren,  chirruping  clear, — 
I  alone  am  your  king. 

The  Wren  now  took  to  flight, 
And  winged  the  heaven  higher; 

Chirped  from  a  greater  height, 
Then  every  songster's  lyre 
Carolled  the  Wren  is  king. 

The  Eagle,  angry,  weary. 
And  badly  disappointed. 

Heard  all  proclaim  Wren  king, 
And  by  Peacock  thus  anointed, 
Saying,  long  live  our  king. 

The  Owl  was  Eagle's  friend. 

And  heard  how  things  would  go. 

Did  quickly  for  him  send. 

Said  this  joke  we'll  overthrow, 
I  have  swallowed  the  rins:. 
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THE   SUN. 

See!    yon  sun,  Avith  light  and  glory, 

VVestvvard  darting  far  its  glare; 
How  mysterious  its  story, 

Nothing  in  the  skies  so  fair; 
Pencil,  pen  and  tongue  have  sifted, 

All  the  words  and  figures  writ. 
Nothing  tells  when  thou  wast  lifted, 

And  in  arc  celestial  set. 

Long  to  cast  across  the  heaven 

Rays  of  prehistoric  truth. 
Scattering  thy  golden  leaven. 

As  in  mystic  years  of  youth; 
King  of  days,  thy  lustre  blazing, 

Sheds  effulgence  all  thine  own, 
Spreading  radiance,  space  amazing. 

Nothing  compares  with  thy  throne. 

Lo!   behold,  worlds  look  and  wonder, 

Laden  with  pride,  pomp  and  pelf, 
Groups  of  earthly  mortals  ponder, 

Nothing  see  peer  of  thyself; 
On  the  slave,  in  bondage  fettered. 

On  the  master,  giving  task. 
On  the  Indian,  unlettered, 

Each  and  all  glitter  in  thy  bask. 

Savants  wise,  the  world  of  learned. 
Training  rich  and  teaching  poor, 

Fail  to  tell  when  first  thou  turned. 
Light  on  mountain  side  and  moor; 
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Ciifted  minds,  in  unwritten  ages, 

In  earth's  remotest  nation, 
Sought  to  open  obscure  pages. 

Draw  from  thee  a  revehition. 

Tell  us  king  of  light  and  glory, 

What's  the  secret  of  thy  power; 
Startle  genius  with  thy  story. 

Tell  the  tale  in  blooming  bower; 
Tell  us,  when  from  nothing  springing, 

Didst  those  planets  round  thee  move; 
Tell  us,  when  in  chaos  clinging, 

Did  satellites  their  orbits  rove. 

Didst  thou  light  unmeasured  spaces, 

When  unseen  fingers  drew  the  line, 
Poising  stars  in  ulterior  places:  — 

Hark!   hark!   from  every  planet's  track, 
Comes  the  answer  back, — 

None  shall  break  the  seal  of  time! 
Reason  to  thee;  ever  showing, 

Infinite  wisdom  never  sleeps; 
Orbs  through  centuries  glowing, 

Show  creative  power  is  deep. 
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ALGEONENIA. 

In  the  narrows  of  Cumberland, 

There's  a  traditional  belief, 
4  hat  Lake  Algeonenia  once  spanned 

Valley  north  of  Wills  frowning  cliff. 

Here  the  mists  of  the  nights,  and  vapors 
From  the  distant  ocean  strayed, 

Lay  between  the  mountain  ranges 
In  a  highland  sea  'tis  said. 

Here  the  conch  and  periwinkle 
On  the  shelving  rocks  did  lay. 

And  through  crystals  like  a  mirror 
Silver  minnows  ran  in  play. 

And  the  restless  wavelets  ruffling, 
Roll  upon  the  pebbled  beach; 

Surging  over  one  another 

Tossing  here  and  there  a  leach. 

Climbing  reefs  and  shady  margins, 
A^ault  the  sparkling  prattling  wave; 

Slender  reeds  and  willows  tremble. 
Where  pellucid  crystals  lave. 

Often  breakers  furrow  waters 

Driven  wildly  to  and  fro; 
When  boreal  winds  tempestuous, 

Blow  their  strong  nor' wester  blow. 
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Here  the  floods,  with  voice  uplifted, 
Weirdly  rang  triumphant  din; 

Noise  of  cataract  was  rifted, 
Far  along  the  mountain  rim. 

Legends  tell  beside  those  waters, 

Sachems  met  in  ka-ke-soo; 
And  passed  round  the  calumet. 

Value  set  on  wampum  true. 

Formed  of  shells,  white  and  purple, 

Interwoven  versa  vice. 
On  deer  sinews,  jets  inlaying. 

Each  belt  bore  its  own  device. 

Painted  braves  wore  tinted  feathers, 
And  high  colored  moccasin; 

Squaws  attired  picturesque, 
Rustic  wigwams  lived  within. 

Atalantas  of  mountain   passes, 

Where  rise  gorges  rough  and  tall; 

Nymphs  they  were  upon  the  grasses, 
Where  the  oak  tree  shadows  fall. 

Here  those  damsels  wild  flowers  gathered, 
Roving  banks  where  white  swans  sail; 

Here  they  dnamed  dreams  more  tender 
Than  a  pale  face  dares  to  tell. 

Here,  at  mom,  they  list  to  patter 

Of  the  billows'  revelries; 
Which  at  even  mimics  sirens, 

That  reside  beneath  the  seas. 

Here  they  joined  in  mirthful  laughter. 
And  rehearsed  tales  of  cheer. 

When  the  mellow  moonbeams  scatter 
Gleams  on  forest  and  the  mere. 
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Long  before  those  mountain  ranges 
Were  upturned  with  fire  and  smoke; 

Long  before  dame  Nature's  changes 
Base  of  rugged  gorges  broke. 

Oft  o'er  Algeonenia's  waters 

Maidens  paddled  swift  chemung; 
Ruddy  lovers  woo'd  those  daughters, 

In  the  soft  Algonquin  tongue. 

Tales  romantic,  tell  their  tresses. 

Graced  figures  that  would  make, 
Models  fitting  for  a  sculptor 

Rivalling  what  Greece  awake. 

None  are  left  to  telTthe  story; 

Of  those  forest  beauties  now; 
Time  has  written  i)rehistoric, 

On  the  defile's  granite  brow. 

Overhanging  mossy  boulders 

Seem  lo  speak  in  sybil's  tone; 
Wake  not  the  antiquated  ages, 

Preterlapsed,  all  unknown. 

Gone  the  surf,  that  centuries  strayed 

Under  shade  of  ])lane  and  willow; 
Gone  the  finny  tribes,  that  played 

In  the  heaven  born  billow. 

Dry  the  vale  and  slope  of  mountain, 

Bottom  boulders  built  in  fence; 
Not  a  wave,  but  lone  Wills  fountain 

Wind  through  meadows  flowing  hence. 

Gone  the  raven-haired  regina, 

Gone  wild  hunter  and  canoe. 
Vanished  all  like  Algeonenia 

Once  with  margins  fair  to  view. 
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THE  LEGEND   OE  PEN- MAR. 

The  youth  stood  on  the  highest  peak, 

Beside  one  young  and  fair; 
The  flame  of  love  did  seem  to  seek, 

This  lofty  cliff  in  air. 

Afar  the  hills  skim  line  of  sky. 

Enrobed  in  summer's  green; 
Around  them  towns  and  manors  lie, 

And  rivers  roll  between. 

Before  the  lovers  visions  march, 

Enchantment  fills  the  eye, 
Below  a  slope,  above  an  arch. 

They  stood  'twixt  earth  and  sky. 

It  was  high  noon;   A])ollo's  car, 

Shed  golden  beams  below; 
Resplendent  rays  fell  on  Pen-Mar, 

Round  tresses  all  aglow. 

They  stood  erect,  graceful  and  calm, 
Warm  blood  distends  each  vein; 

They  seemed  like  wooers  'neath  date  palm, 
On  some  sweet  balmy  jjlain. 

Round  rocky  crest  then  swept  a  breath, 

Of  zephyr's  gentle  bree/e. 
Which  purloined  from  the  bridal  wreath. 

Fragrance  of  orient  trees. 

The  Parson's  slow  and  measured  voice. 

While  loving   hands  entwine, 
Blessed  the  twain,  they  all  rejoice 

When  tied  he  knot  divine. 


NEVER  MAKE  AN  ENEMY. 

Go!   said  he,  heaven  grant  you  grace, 

From  thee  all  grief  del)ar; 
May  you  on  earth  fill  highest  place, 

Like  granite  rock  Pen -Mar. 

But  none  had  asked  a  parent's  say, 
Before  they  were  made  one, 

Hers  a  kind  daughter  lost  that  day, 
And  his  a  noble  son. 

The  Parson,  maid  and  youthful  star. 
They  all  had  borne  their  parts. 

And  placed  a  legend  on  Pen-Mar, 
Beneath  two  lovintr  hearts. 


NE  VER  MAKE  AN  ENEMY. 

Never,  never,  make  an  enemy. 

Of  a  friend  that's  lowly  fallen; 
For  perchance  some  day  you  may  be. 

Called  upon  to  fill  his  calling; 
Never  make  an  adversary, 

Of  a  friend  that's  lowly  fallen, 
For  perhaps  again  rise  may  he, 

When  thou  thyself  art  sprawling. 
Spirits  bold  retain  a  hidden  fire. 

That  glows  through  years  forsaken. 
Memory  lights  the  smouldering  ire. 

And  vision  past  awaken. 
Mortals,  hark !   hark!   chagrin  replies, 

The  world  is  full  of  troubles, 
Ocean,  earth,  and  upper  skies, 

Are  full  of  melting  bubbles. 
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////■;  criY  01'  nROfiii'.Ki.y  /.or/':. 

\V';iiiili'rinj.;  Ii;inks  ol  iciiow  iinl  I  )cl;iw.iic, 
Wlicn-  )^mI(I(<I  iniiiMrds  piiTcc  llu-  sky, 

'I'liinkiiifi,  ol  liDiuc.  ill  llic  nioiiiiliiins  ;ir;ir, 
I  lid  lor  ;i  lime,  (  ily's  siilcixiors  from  eye, 

Hoyliood  h;i(l  sl.olcii  ;i\v;iy  in  lonj;  years; 

'rime  in  lis  (.■hbiiiK's,  turns  nui  again; 
J'lvcry  nioiniiif^  l)rinjj;s  city  j^'ood  cliccr, 

Wehujuiinj^  visitors  from  hill  and  phiiii. 

Wondrous  avenues,  and  Imk''  piUari'd  li;ill, 

l''ar  strel(  liini;'  parks,  vvcdl  adorned  willi  trees; 

Memoiy  would  lad  to  ever  recall, 

liall  <il  lliy  heaiilit's,  llu'  vision  to  please. 

KaniMiii^  oil.  llie  (  ily  rollc<l  into  nij^lil, 
harkiu'ss,  and  I  he  tiunpest  f^ained  (onlrol; 

lliiiricanes  riding  from  ocean  unite, 

jostling  the  city,  and  high  the  liihs  roll. 

Morning  appearing,  tlie  storm  it  was  past; 

Roofs,  at  miilniglit,  from  buildings  had  fell; 
Wi<le  spreading    trees  were  n|)i()oted  and  cast, 

Low  on  I'tu'  pavements,  the  wreckage  to  swell. 


'I'm  rets  sotui  lila/oned.  the  glittering  licams, 

'I'lia!  out  {)!' the  orient ,  radiance  shed  ; 
( ilimmers  of  gold,  in  a  ri- fulgent  stream, 

Looked  on   (pi, lys,  where   ships  frt)m  distant    [lorts  laid 
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Often,  when  iJunkin;^  of  creation's  vast  zone, 
Or  wandering  ff^rests,  that's  gushing  with  song; 

My  thoughts  return  to  that  city  alone, 
Where  every  avenue  wonders  prolong. 

I'"amed  metroynjlis  of  brotherly  love, 

Long  years  have  jjassed  which  memories  recall; 

Picturing  thy  beauties  wherever  I  rove, 
Upon  this  great  terrestrial  ball. 

NoTK. —  I'lic  cyclone  swept  the  .Middle  Atlantic  coast ;  striking 
the  City  of  Philadelphia  on  the  night  of  the  23rd  of  October,  1879, 
damaging  property  to  the  extent,  or  rather  the  approximated  damage 
was  about  Jl2, 000,000, 


Dh'I'.AMriNS  AND    'flffNK/'.RS. 

The  world  is  full  of  dreamers,  and  a  few  persons  flo  its 
thinking,  taking  inental  tools  and  moulding,  hammering, 
shaj^ing,  turning,  witli  true  genius  and  judgment,  thoughts, 
until  perfection  fully  develops  the  realities,  and  brings  into 
existence  the  masterpiece. 

'I'hinkers  measure  princijjles,  watching,  weighing,  f;orn- 
passing,  equalizing,  balancing  and  counter-balancing,  until 
perfection  is  reached. 

Thinkers  require  fletermination,  decision,  contemplation, 
and  prt'meditation,  if  they  aim  high. 

(;rder,  industry,  patience,  temperance  and  frugality,  are 
re(iuisite,  if  you  desire  to  succeed  in  the  world. 


15 


226 


WINTER. 

Winter  is  ;i  chilly  season, 

Wrapt  in  frost  and  snow; 
Still  we  love  it  for  the  reason, 

I'jright  fires  maketh  hearthstones  glow. 

Then  icicles  grace  the  fountains, 

Jluilding  turrets  on  the  wall; 
While  the  st(jrnis  are  roving  mountains, 

i'la/.iiig  embers  light  the  hall. 

Then  the  fir  upon  the  landscape. 
Clad  in  robes  of  sombre  green; 

Looketh  down  ujxmi  the  white  lake. 
Where  the  youths  are  skating  seen. 

From  the  slo])ing  hillside  darting, 
Meeting  sleds  and  merry  boys; 

Sleighing  bells  their  mirth  imi)arting, 
J}lend  their  jingles  with  their  joys. 

Wintry  hours  and  chilly  season, 
]?lcss  each  mirthful  innocent, 

Who  will  always  gladly  reason, 
They  were  bom  the  heaven  sent. 

Winter  with  its  many  pleasures. 

Vanishes  from  the  earth; 
l^A'er  bringing  seedling  treasures, 

Manifold  into  birth. 

Chang'ng  skies  and  changing  seasons, 

Fill  the  cycle  of  the  year, 
And  the  ()od  that  gives  us  reason. 

Guides  each  hemisphere. 
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CHRISTMAS  BELLS. 

King  out !   ring  out  1   ye  silver  bells, 
Let  mirth  and  music  springing; 
Join  all  their  jjeans,  triumph  swells. 
The  Christmas  bells  are  ringing. 

Ring,  merry  bells  1   thy  mystic  spell 
O'er  cottages  transports  flinging; 

Let  brazen  tongues,  with  gladness  tell, 
The  Christmas  bells  are  ringing. 

Ring,  joyous  bells  !   thy  song  impel, 

Celestial  spaces  winging; 
Let  bronzed  cells,  resounding,  tell 

The  Christmas  bells  are  ringing. 

Ring,  merry  bells  !  thy  raptures  well, 
To  children  mirth  and  music  bringing. 

In  snow-clad  dells  and  wildwood  tell 
The  Christmas  bells  are  ringing. 
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LIBERTY. 

The  fiat  gone  forth, 

The  gates  are  flung  open; 
Their  resonance  north, 

Tells  trammels  are  broken. 

On  lowlands  the  bells. 
Weird  rhapsodies  telling; 

To  snow  land  impels. 
The  jubilee  swelling. 

It  sails  to  the  east. 

Where  morning  beams  glisten: 
'Neath  echoes  increased, 

The  mountain  tops  listen. 

The  song  travels  south. 
Rare  symphonies  ringing; 

Where  silver  tongued  mouth, 
The  canzonet  singing. 

The  herald  gone  west. 

The  music  re])eating; 
Each  u])perlan(rs  crest, 

The  ra])tures  are  greeting. 

Wide  ])rairies  rej^ly. 
And  margins  of  ocean; 

The  planets  on  high, 
Rejoice  with  emotion. 

It  drives  through  the  skies, 
'I  hat  mysterious  decree, 

Resound  as  it  flies. 
Liberty  !    Liberty  ! 
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TO   THEE,  MY  HEROINE. 

Orchards  Ijlooming  gay  with  flowers, 

Birds  rejoice  the  sylvan  wood; 
Clover  garnishes  the  meadows; 

Ferns  embellish  solitude. 

Violets  open  in  the  grasses, 

Beauties  modest  and  serene; 
Buttercups  and  dandelions. 

Golden  petals,  show  on  green. 

• 

Johnny-jump-ups  and  the  daisies, 

Here  and  there  appear  in  flocks; 
Gallant  sweet-williams  bound  them; 

Mistletoes  are  climbing  oaks. 

Crystals  ramble  reeds  and  mosses; 

Tassels  festoon  maple  trees; 
Herald  queen  of  year  is  coming, 

Carpeting  emerald  leas. 

Thyme  and  basil  grace  the  gardens; 

Perrywinkles  bring  us  thoughts; 
Myrtles  stand  around  as  wardens, 

Guarding  the  forget-me-nots. 

Wreathe  from  those  flowers  a  sweet  bouquet. 

In  a  circling  wheel  entwine, 
Buds  that  dryads  fill  with  spray, 

'Tis  for  my  heroine. 

Take  this  garland,  I  have  wreathed  it  for  you, 
A  gift  too  small  for  merit  due; 
May  a  fairer  one  to  thee  be  given, 
Which  shall  thy  brow  adorn  in  heaven. 
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THE    TJ//STLE. 
"  Nemo  iTie  impunc  hiccssit." 

'I'lie  tliistle,  Scotia's  i>roud  emblem, 
Its  merit's  known  to  all  her  sons; 

I'^ach  look  with  jjride  on  arrowed  stem 
Whose  darts  are  silvered  by  the  sun. 

"Tis  Caledonia's  simple  bcjon, 

'i'hat  spread  alarm  among  the  Danes; 

Who  mar<hed  beneath  the  darkened  moon, 
'I'o  battle  Scots,  on  Scotia's  plains. 

A  symbol  honored  years  ago 

By  Scotland's  sages  and  their  sires, 

i,ong  ere  Druids'  famed  mistletoe, 
Or  Ossian  rang  his  pleasing  lyre. 

Its  petals  graced  first  FCden's  lawn; 

In  armor  stood  by  i'ersia's  rills; 
l!ut  rambled  V\or,  one  rosy  dawn, 

'rranjilanted  it  on  Scotia's  hills. 

Its  home  is  never  pillared  hall, 

Nor  bears  fer  tyrants  jjerfiimed  scent; 

lint  barkens  to  retaliation's  call, 
Wherever  freedom's  bow  is  bent. 

it  grows  upon  the  rugged  sleej), 
And  blooms  amid  the  early  dew, 

it  well  adorns  where  Wallace  sle])t, 
And  hosts  of  others  just  as  true. 
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Above  the  chieftain's  narrow  bed, 

It  shows  the  past  in  glory  bright; 
It  dwelleth  still  where  warriors  led 

The  Scots,  and  Burns  portrays  the  fight. 

"No  one  wounds  me  with  impunity," 
Since  time  began  the  thistle  taught; 
Like  Mede  and  Persian  decree, 
Through  ages  long  it  alters  not. 

It  shall  retain  that  mystic  spell, 

Wherever  found  on  hills  or  plains, 
And  on  through  passing  ages  tell. 

That  Scotia's  honor  never  wanes. 

It  garnishes  virtue's  bowers. 

Vice  seldom  near  its  pathways  roam; 

It  flourishes  among  wild  flowers, 
And  often  guards  the  lily's  home. 

'Tis  Caledonia's  true  emblem, 

Its  worth  is  known  to  all  her  sons; 
Her  children  love  the  prickly  stem, 

The  rarest  plant  beneath  the  sun. 


BIG  BUSINESS  BOOM. 

From  Oldtown  comes  a  wondrous  story, 
A  nuiskrat  rends  canal  in  twain, 

And  down  towpath  stalked  in  glory, 
To  take  a  drawing  of  the  same. 

He  pictured  each  anti([ue  scene, 

There  stood  an  emjity  l)oat  on  end; 

Wild  waters  swept  off  boy  and  team, 
Down  slippery  poles  the  crew  descend. 

He  sold  to  artists  negatives. 

Wood  cuts  illumined  all  the  papers, 

Causing  all  business  to  revive, 

Hotels  did  have  to  hire  more  waiters.. 

The  gas  and  oil  men  all  excited. 
Met  bulls  and  bears  in  City  Hall; 

The  lamb  rushed  in  affrighted. 

To  hear  the  ])uts  and  fear  the  call. 

The  lawyers  held  a  barl)ccue. 

The  bankers  were  invited; 
The  bakers  had  a  heap  to  do; 

The  butchers  were  delighted. 

The  brewers  s]jent  a  merry  time. 

Everybody  had  a  frolic; 
In  doctors'  pockets  silver  chimed, 

Druggists  prepared  cures  for  colic. 
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The  drummers  came  in  force  to  town, 
The  Mayor  ordered  stores  renumbered; 

Reporters  marched  streets  up  and  down 
For  news,  while  old  folk  slumbered. 

The  clergy  all  were  overworked; 

Bachelors  were  bent  on  marrying; 
The  license  clerk  he  never  shirked. 

No  girl  believed  in  tarrying. 

The  printers  caught  the  infection, 

And  blazoned  walls  with  golden  signs; 

Knowing  ones  said  on  reflection, 
"  Our  city's  seeing  better  times." 

The  canal  boss  advertised  wide. 

Rewards  for  every  rat's  scion; 
And  bought  each  employee  beside, 

Guns  big  enough  to  slay  a  lion. 

This  gave  gun  factories  all  a  boom 

And  set  the  iron  men  invoicing; 
The  price  of  coal  went  up  right  soon, 

The  workmen  now  are  all  rejoicing. 
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POCAHONTAS. 

Once  when  the  Chief  I'owhatm  reigned, 
And  lield  what  warlike  valor  gained; 
Victory  came  where  swift  arrows  fell; 
In  forest  wild,  with  war-whoop  yell, 
Made  cai)tive  those  that  were  not  slain. 
Or  left  ihem  wander  wild  on  ])lain. 

His  ])alace  a  wigwam  of  rude  form. 
Ancestors  in  the  same  were  born; 
Before  pale  fi\c.e,  in  ships  came  o'e<-, 
Or  boom  of  guns  awoke  the  shore. 
Bright  was  his  life,  and  i^:^\\'  his  cares, 
His  bosom  proud,  he  knew  no  fears. 

His  daughter  fair,  a  form  divine, 
The  ])ride  of  that  great  Sachem's  line; 
Like  a  young  fawn,  which  wild  doth  rove, 
She  of  her  tribe  the  graceful  dove; 
Sought,  when  she  heard  him  whoop  afar, 
First  to  meet  him  from  chase  or  war. 

Swift  were  her  feet,  comely  her  brow, 
Her  raven  locks  in  breezes  flow; 
Her  bosom  swells  like  waves  in  wdnd, 
As  left  she  the  lone  trail  behind; 
Her  eyes  were  like  the  brightest  star. 
That  glory  shed  from  heaven  far. 

Beautiful  was  that  maiden's  ])ri(le; 
Her  heart  was  broad  as  ocean's  wide. 
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And  tears  would  flow  at  others'  woes, 
When  the  dark  cloud  on  soid  arose; 
In  her,  all  graces  were  combined. 
Her  hue  scarce  equals  the  great  mind. 

In  light  canoe  she  swept  the  wave, 
While  waters  swell  where  paddles  lave; 
E'en  from  her  bowstring  there  would  fly, 
Arrows  that  would  pierce  a  needle's  eye; 
Or  sing  war  song,  'midst  the  dell. 
And  hills  resound  where  echoes  fell; 
Yet  lived  in  the  sylvan  glen, 
Unknown  to  science,  art  or  pen. 

'Twas  morn,  the  sun  doth  soar  on  high. 
And  spread  its  beams  where  dry  leaves  lie; 
Tall  trees  their  gloomy  shadows  show. 
And  winter  winds  drive  to  and  fro; 
Awe  seems  to  reign  throughout  the  vale, 
While  footsteps  wake  the  forest  trail. 

Of  dusky  warriors,  whose  attire 
Show  painted  forms,  that  blazon  ire; 
And  lo!   betwixt  Powhatan's  band. 
There's  seen  a  face  from  foreign  land; 
Saxon  visage,  with  dauntless  air. 
Moves  calm  his  destined  fate  to  bear; 
The  stern  Chiefs  bidding  must  be  done, 
The  captive  stands  beside  the  stone. 

He  scarce  reeled  by  James'  flowing  fount. 
Which  sweeps  along  from  distant  mount. 
When  warriors  waved  the  battle  beam. 
There  sprang  from  bush,  a  maid  unseen, 
Her  action,  gleam  of  heaven  tell. 
Bounds  like  a  deer,  on  captive  fell. 
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'Ncalh  llowing  locks  speak  tearful  eyes, 

The  braves  are  stunned  with  surprise; 

Uplit'ted  at  their  Chief's  c-ommand, 

Each  warrior  swings  the  deadly  brand, 

Which  seerned  would  make  her  heart  the  sheathe, 

Mingle  her  l)lo()d  with  captive's  death. 

The  savage  sire  with  soaring  mind, 
Silent  stood  with  thoughts  confined; 
While  every  brave  their  bowstrings  bend, 
Which  (|uickly  would  the  arrows  send; 
Powhatan's  spear  is  seen  to  shake, 
iiut  says,  unbind  him  for  her  sake. 

The  hero  rose  with  thoughts  repressed. 
But  in  his  heart  the  maiden  blessed; 
Her  grace  and  courage  all  admire, 
That  concpicred  warriors,  sage  and  sire; 
And  round  the  calumet  of  peace. 
The  treaty's  made  that  war  should  cease. 

Now  Where's  the  tongue,  that  e'en  wouUl  dare. 
Hint  aught  but  hea\en  placed  her  there; 
Or  that  her  race  knew  not  of  love, 
Untutoretl  minds,  knew  One  above; 
Such  noble  souls,  the  upright  heart 
On  earth,  fdls  in  heaven  a  part; 
To  each  clime  a  tribe  is  given. 
All  gems  are  not  alike  in  heaven. 

One  act  brings  forth  centuries  of  praise. 
And  to  her  memory  legends  raise; 
No  sculi)turcd  stone  could  speak  so  well. 
Her  name  shall  live,  by  James'  swell; 
While  ([ueenly  acts  are  writ  in  fame, 
Pocahontas  shines  briiihtest  name. 
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THE    LAST   OF    THE    A  LG  ON  QUINS    ON    THE 
ALLEGHANIES. 

In  the  sunlight  of  a  summer  afternoon,  on  the  towering 
hills  which  overlook  the  City  of  Cuml)erland,  Md.,  was 
seen  gathering  the  remnant  of  a  tribe  of  red  men,  of  whom 
Wills  was  then  Chief;  all  the  males  of  the  tribe  were  present. 
It  was  the  meeting  of  their  last  grand  council;  for  many 
months  the  small  band  had  been  discussing  many  things 
pertaining  to  their  migration  westward,  having  sent  three 
messengers,  during  the  fall  of  the  leaf,  the  season  previous, 
to  ascertain  and  in<[uire  into  the  nature  of  the  country  west 
of  the  Ohio,  where  they  desired  to  locate,  they  having 
returned  bearing  good  tidings.  All  things  w'as  in  prepara- 
tion for  an  early  removal.  —  Sadly  they  looked  at  one  another 
and  thought  of  the  limited  numbers  of  their  once  numerous 
race.  A  hush  of  silence  overs])read  all  as  they  gazed  on 
the  declining  sun,  or  scanned  the  huge  boulders  which  hung 
on  the  sloping  sides  of  the  adjacent  "narrows;"  while  down 
the  bottom  of  this  mountain  defile  murmured  the  crystal 
dews  from  Alleghany  summits;  here  and  there  breaking  into 
foam  around  the  masses  of  rock  which  lie  in  the  bed  of  the 
stream.  Every  foot  of  the  hills  and  valleys  around  was 
familiar  to  them.  There  was  written,  in  imperishable  char- 
acters, the  memories  of  childhood,  only  to  be  obliterated 
when  the  eye  saw  not,  the  ear  heard  not,  and  the  heart  beat 
not. 

At  length  Canoros,  chief  orator  of  the  tribe,  rose  from 
his  seat  near  the  base  of  an  oak,  where  stood  his  tomahawk, 
bow,  and  well  filled  ([ui\'er.  In  stature,  he  was  rather  less 
than  his  comrades,  his  complexion  was  a  deep  copper  color 
unpainted,  his  plume  of  gay  colored  feathers  waved  jauntily 
in  the  soft  breeze,  his  dress  was  ornamented   profusely  Avith 
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all  the  arts  known  then  to  the  industrious  toilers  within  the 
precincts  of  their  rustic  wigwams.  His  dark  hair  and  eyes 
gave  his  visage  an  expression  which  would  have  been  envied 
by  sculptor,  painter,  or  poet.  His  manners  candid,  artless 
and  honest,  seemed  to  infuse  enthusiasm  into  the  bosom  of 
his  listeners,  and  inspire  them  with  confidence.  He  spake 
thus: 

Sires,  Warriors  and  Youths:  By  the  council  fire  three 
moons  ago  we  decided  to  move  towards  the  setting  sun,  and 
seek  for  some  uninhabited  territory  beyond  the  limits  now 
trodden  by  the  foot  of  the  pale  face.  I  have  Avatched  their 
progress  since  my  earliest  years.  I  have  ranged  their  towns, 
camps,  and  work  shops.  We  have  all  learned  from  them  arts 
that  are  useful  to  ourselves. 

But  men,  brethren  and  fathers:  it  is  not  our  interest  to 
bide  here  longer.  We  are  outnumbered.  The  mighty 
waves  of  yon  boundless  ocean  .have  thrown  a  new  race  on 
our  shores,  that  is  destined  to  overrun  all  this  once  beautiful 
hunting  grounds  of  our  forefathers.  As  for  our  possessions  on 
the  vast  Alleghanies,  they  are  no  longer  ours.  The  sooner 
Ave  move  the  better,  the  summer's  sun  now  gladdens  the 
valleys,  soft  winds  fan  the  maple  groves;  in  song  the  bright 
birds  are  calling  their  loves.  None  of  us  desire  to  remain. 
Only  our  venerable  Sachem  Wills.  For  why  1  know  not. 
We  w^ould  not  have  left  him  on  the  field  of  battle  to  have 
been  scalped  by  the  enemy.  (A  shrill  war-cry  rose  from  the 
Aborigines,  which  echoed  and  re-echoed  in  the  woodlands 
for  leagues  around.)  If  he  will  go  with  us,  and  cannot 
stand  the  fatigue  of  the  journey,  I  will  throw  down  the 
tomahawk,  and  give  both  ha  nils  to  bear  him.  If  he  prefers 
to  stay;  to  remain  behind;  to  rest  in  the  mounds  of  his 
forefathers,  his  memory  shall  long  live  with  us.  Three 
moons  ago  to-day,  he  promised  his  linal  answer;  he  will 
now  speak  for  himself. 

Wills  rises.  He  was  in  person  near  about  seven  feet  in 
height,  his  forehead  broad  and  somewhat  receding,  his  hair 
still  held  its  dark  color,  his  high  cheek  bones,  an  eagle  eye, 
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though  his  visage  showed  marks  of  age.  In  form  he  was 
l)owerfully  made,  his  countenance  thoughful,  showing  stern- 
ness, wdiich  his  massy  jaws  and  prominent  nose  well  con- 
firmed. Straightened  to  his  fullest  height,  thus  spake  Wills: 
Warriors,  the  dream  of  my  youth  is  past,  I  am  aged  and 
infirm,  my  tomahawk  ofttimes  misses  its  mark,  my  quiver  is 
empty,  and  my  bow  hangs  unstrung  on  the  wall  of  my  wig- 
wam. Sons,  in  youth  I  have  fed  many  of  you,  in  the  chase  I 
have  led  you,  the  hunters  which  ran  with  me  in  my  early  years 
are  gone  to  their  happier  hunting  grounds.  I  laid  the  imple- 
ments of  war  and  chase  in  the  mounds  by  their  side.  I 
must  remain  and  be  laid  in  the  same  clay  with  them.  My 
eyes  fill  with  tears  when  I  behold  the  vast  hunting  ground, 
once  the  pride  of  our  ancestors,  falling  fast  before  the  axe 
of  the  white  man;  the  antlered  deer,  the  roe,  and  the  fawn, 
flies  westward;  the  partridge* and  squirrel  is  scarce  in  the 
bush;  the  fox  and  wolf  dread  the  white  man's  rifle.  The 
white  man  tills  our  maize  fields. 

.  Go  hunters,  behold  yon  sun  touches  now  the  bison  plains. 
Go,  seek  a  new  home  beyond  the  bounds  of  the  pale  face. 
Let  thy  chief  remain  to  rest  and  repose  on  the  mountains 
of  his  fathers.  Go,  ere  the  wind  of  winter  whistle  through 
the  now  pleasant  vales. 

The  Messengers'  report — Thus  spake  Onowanoron: 
Sachems  and  Sires:  On  toward  where  the  setting  sun  lifts 
its  plume  on  the  evening  skies,  followed  we  the  hunters'  trail 
to  the  Ohio.  There  we  launched  canoes  on  its  bright  and 
beautiful  waters,  which  bore  us  dtDwn  by  the  bluffs  which 
stand  in  the  mists  of  the  morning.  On  its  banks  luxuriant 
forests  spread  their  branches,  laden  with  fruits,  nuts  and 
vines.  There  in  the  hollow  trees  hide  the  honey  bees. 
There  out  of  the  rocks  flow  waters,  cool  in  summer  and 
warm  in  winter,  which  wind  through  green  valleys,  where 
far  around  is  heard  the  voice  of  the  sweet  singing  birds,  the 
noise  of  beetles,  the  chirp  of  crickets  and  the  music  of  katy- 
dids; while  around  the  hunters'  wigwam,  wide  spreading 
maize  fields  shake   their   tassels  high   in   the  air;  every  stalk 


240  TIME. 

as  stately  as  the  Algonquin's  spear,  every  ear  full  as  a  war- 
rior's quiver.  There  soft  winds  wave  the  raven  locks  of  beau- 
tiful, (lark  eved  maidens,  whose  mellow  voices  float  down 
the  valleys  where  wander  the  wild  roes.  There  the  hunter 
never  grows  weary;  nor  the  boughs  beside  his  lodge  are 
never  found  empty. 


TIME. 

Time,  endless  time,  never  stay; 
On,  on,  years  speed  on- their  way; 
Hours  are  ever  on  the  wing; 
How  exhaustless  is  the  spring, 
Of  this  priceless  treasure, 
Which  sages  cannot  measure. 

Minutes,  they  have  never  reckoned; 
Nor  in  a  balance  placed  a  second.; 
On  they  come,  always  in  line. 
Fathomless  the  abyss  of  time 
Hidden  from  beginning, — 
On,  on,  ever  winning. 

Pearls  so  costly,  rich  and  pure. 
Never  treasured,  I  am  sure; 
Reader  mind,  there's  none  to  waste, 
Longest  life  is  but  a  taste, 
Giving  earthly  joys  or  woe, 
Passing  as  in  years  ago. 
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WILLS:  AN  ALCONQUIN  CHIEF. 

\V;is  buried  nortli  of  the  City  ol'  L'unibciland,  Md.,  on  the  moLuUain 
that  bears  his  name. 

Thus  said  a  great  vain-glorious  ruler,* 

Raise  nie  no  monument  nor  fane; 
Mount  Caucasius.  and  River  Taurus, 

And  C'as|)ian  Sea  shall  note  my  fame. 

There's  a  lonelx'  mound  ui)on  Wills  Mountain, 

It  remaineth  unmarked  still; 
That  eminence  ailornec^  by  fountain 

Now  owns  the  name  of  Sachem  Will. 

Last  of  his  tribe,  once  numerous, 

Placed  in  an  upland  gra\e  to  rest; 
I'itting  tomb  for  men  so  generous 

When  their  sun  fades  in  the  west. 

Sleej) !   sleei) !    low  ])illowed  in  the  dust. 

The  snows  of  winter  cover  thee, 
Yet  each  returning  spring  time  must. 

Carpet  anew  thy  mound  for  thee. 

Wild  flowers  through  midsummer  span  it, 
Autumn's  withered  leaves  are  on  it  spread; 

Huge  grey  walls,  prehistoric  granite. 
Support  the  aged  Algon([uin's  bed. 

Rest!   rest!   on  towering  highlands, 

They  long  shall  claim  thy  name  and  fame; 

While  Wills  Creek  loiters  round  the  islands, 
The  base  will  belt  wilh  dews  and  rain. 

*Alexandei'  the  Cheat. 
i6 
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And  groujis  of  stars  Ihcir  silver  shedding, 
Lightly  lay  on  thee,  their  mellow  i;'to\vs; 

Silent  watchers.  i;iiinniers  spreading, 
Join  in  niarking  ihv  last  repose. 

'I"he  last   llioii  werl  ol' aliorigines, 

W  ho  on  those  hillsides  sped  in  eliase; 

lleie  dwelt  thy  kin  for  ceiiluries, 

lly  a  lew  mounds  we  kV^  them  traee. 

When  enlomlii'd,  no  sad  dirges  swelling. 

Sent  up  to  skies  their  requiems; 
But  pale  laees  were  thy  fairness  telling, 

I  dwellers  in  thv  maternal  glens. 

Westward  thy  tribe  had  gone  forever, 
C\'lt  and  Sa\i)n  by  thy  bier  convene; 

'riu'\    laid  liu'c  low  and  placed  thv  iiiuver, 
lu'sidc  bow  wreathed  in  e\ergreen. 

No  st.irlil  tlags  at  half  masi  llowing. 
No  anti)>hons  their  n\ourning  rise. 

But  witheri-d  U'aves  aunind  were  bhiwing. 
The  murnnning  brook  alone  replies. 


Hut  il  thy  f.iith  were  half  liilfilled. 

'Thou  roami'st  wow  elysian  shades; 
lA'ader  of  hunters,  switt  and  skilled. 

That  chase  wild  deer  thriuigh  ])1easing  shades. 
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POTOMAC. 

Roll  gently,  Potomac,  among  thy  green  shades; 
Roll,  softly,  the  dew  from  thy  iipperland  glades; 
There  eagles  build  eyries.  t)n  jteaks  rising  high, 
Where  nature  in  beauty  spreads  out  to  the  eye. 
The  pheasant  and  partridge  reside  in  the  glens; 
There  whistles  the  blackbirds,  and  chirruii  the  wrens: 
The  tbxes  and  conies  each  dwell  in  thy  hills. 
And  deer  with  wide  antlers  leap  whispering  rills. 

Roll  gently,  Potomac,  the  voice  of  thy  waves, 
P^nraptures  the  forest,  spread  music  in  caves; 
'Tis  filtered  on  highlands,  in  morning's  lust  ray, 
Then  tumbles,  and  dances,  where  finny  tribes  play. 
On  borders  the  wild  dncks  in  (piietiide  feed. 
And  dii)]')ers  aud. loons  sail  through  rushes  and  weetl; 
The  curved  necked  swan,  yearly  \isits  thy  shore, 
Tho'  lacking  the  numbers  thou  seen  once  in  yore. 

Roll  swiftly.  Potomac,  along  rugged  heights, 
Which  mark  far  to  eastward  thy  waters  in  flight, 
How  pleasing  the  sylvan  groves  sloping  in  air, 
In  vallevs  liloom  roses,  and  violets  rare. 
On  lindens  are  woven  the  cots  of  the  dove. 
Whose  cooings  float  softly  in  nectar  above; 
On  margins  the  sedge,  and  slemler  reeds  bide, 
Where  musiial  ripi>les  sweep  on  to  the  tide. 

Roll  swil'tly,  Potomac,  when  rarest  of  dyes, 
Shall  picture  the  rainbow,  upon  the  blue  skies; 
For  under  its  circle  thy  full  currents  bound. 
Where  cataract  splendors  re-echo  the  sound. 
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How  level  thy  waters  when  evening's  sun, 
Rule  purples  with  gold,  and  blend  glory  in  one, 
Then  summer's  mild  zephyrs,  breathe  over  the  low, 
And  gladden  with  incense  thy  murmuring  flow. 

Roll  gently,  Potomac,  thy  romantic  path; 
Roll  softly,  thy  crystals,  and  joyously  laugh; 
Thy  legends,  proud  river,  is  sang  over  the  brine. 
Dame  Nature  bedecks  thee,  with  wonders  sublime. 
How  fair  are  thy  nymphs,  which  on  terraces  dream, 
Enchanting  the  grandeur,  surrounding  thy  stream, 
Where  starlight  looks  down  on  the  mountain  and  lea, 
Bespangled  with  silver,  thy  surface  to  sea. 
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THE  HONORED  RIVER. 

Potomac,  honored  river,  from  whence  comes  thy  name? 

Renowned  thou  art  in  the  circle  of  fame; 

Could  the  muses  inspire  me  with  magical  power, 

To  portray  thy  landscape  in  a  rapturous  hour; 

Or  place  between  lips  a  symphonious  tongue, 

I'd  sing  amidst  nature's  grand  works  thou  hast  sprung. 

Methinks  on  thy  waves,  that  roll  on  to  the  brine, 
And  of  the  hero  whose  birthplalte  by  you  doth  shine; 
He  marshaled  the  freemen  and  inspired  the  band, 
Who  battled  for  liberty,  and  native  land ; 
They  prevailed  in  their  cause,  'twas  a  glorious  strife, 
To  them  freedom  was  valued  more  precious  than  life. 

And  yet,  when  his  great  work  was  finished  and  done, 
His  brow  wreathed  with  honor,  found  no  place  like  home; 
From  cradle  to  couch  he  had  never  sought  fame, 
But  where  on  the  earth  find  we  so  honored  a  name; 
On  thy  margins  the  Pater  Patria's  fane, 
As  a  Mecca  appears,  on  our  united  plain. 

When  mariners  survey  it,  at  evening  or  morn, 

They  paint  with  artist  taste,  the  ship  of  state,  in  storm. 

With  the  hurricane  rending  the  sails  into  shreds. 

The  vessel  rides  gallantly  over  billowy  beds; 

While  tempestuous  waves  lash  the  shores  of  the  west, 

He  anchors  his  barque  safe  in  the  haven  of  rest. 

On  thy  banks  aborigines  once  raised  their  mounds, 
Entombing  their  Sachems  in  hallowed  grounds; 
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Wlien  the  ]x\lo  faces  sipped  of  the  Indian  s])rings. 
It  endowed  their  minds  with  piimoitlinate  things; 
Now  art  and  eulture  is  obliterating  trace 
Of  rustic  sim]^licity,  and  aboriginal  race. 

Let  us  gather  original  and  romancing  theme, 

And  re-survey  the  beauty  surrounding  thy  stream: 

Or  look  on  the  splendors  of  art  by  your  sitle. 

Great  arches  and  tunnels  and  bridges  o'er  waters  wide; 

Or  gaze  on  thy  dams,  like  stone  giants  in  stream, 

Retarding  wild  currents  that  tossing  is  seen. 

But  nature  rivals  art,  when  we  view  the  Great  Falls. 

Prehistoric  ages  formed  its  rugged  walls; 

Bluffs  of  grey  and  blue  limestone  tower  by  your  side. 

Overlooking  waves  where  the  first  steamer  did  ride; 

Once  overlaying  waters,  army  ])ontoons  were  seen, 

And  upon  them  well  marshaled  hosts  crossing  thy  stream. 

On  thy  plains  bold  phalanxes  met,  clad  in  their  steel, 

And  the  heavens  trembled  with  valorous  peal; 

When  the  star-spangled  bannner,  sang  high  in  the  air, 

Dixie's  famed  harmonies  vied  with  it  there; 

While  the  '^\'i<i  and  the  drum,  and  the  cymbal's  sweet  sound, 

TNIingles  with  the  bugles  for  long  leagues  around. 

Then  the  thunder  of  war  reverberates  far, 

And  the  shell  from  the  bombs,  and  the  rockets  red  star, 

Lighted  the  dun  colored  heavens  and  plain. 

Rending  columns  that  rebuilded  fronts  solid  again; 

Where  the  chiet'tainsare  rushing  their  plumed  ranks  in  might; 

Meet  long  lines  of  bayonets, — terrific  the  fight. 

When  a  banner  fell,  the  standard-bearers  vie. 
To  wave  it  in  battle  clouds  that's  floating  on  high; 
While  riderless  steeds  course  the  long  lines  between. 
And  the  troojier  lays  low  on  the  wide-spreading  green; 
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And  the  trumpets  disdainfully  sings  as  before, 
While  l")ordering  wavelets  are  crimsoning  shore. 

Thy  crystals  have  made  many  a  lymph,  winding  sheet, 
Never  staying  their  flow,  that  rolls  down  to  the  deep; 
Oft  behind  the  Blue  Ridge  was  hidden  the  sun. 
Ere  the  workings  of  carnage,  beside  thee,  was  done; 
With  regrets  here  we  tell,  they  met  no  foreign  foe, 
They  mingled  in  civil  strife,  in  an  inward  woe. 

Time  forgets  not  the  chieftains  that  crossed  your  tide. 

Nor  the  noble  ones  that  conversed  by  your  side; 

Who  can  erase  from  our  history  Antietam's  name? 

Yet  its  murmuring  crystals  roll  onward  the  same; 

Who  can  forget  those  who  stood  in  the  storm  and  the  rain; 

Or  under  white  flags  met,  and  wished  for  peace  again? 

The  combat  is  over,  thus  forever  let  it  remain, 
When  new  generations  review  soul-stirring  plain; 
And  gaze  on  thy  beauties,  entranced  with  delight. 
That  imprints  on  their  memory  imposing  sight; 
Where  warriors  battled  as'  if  to  win  the  world's  ends, 
All  that  drank  of  thy  crystals  have  patted  as  friends. 

Thy  valley  e([uals  Eden's  fair  garden  of  flowers. 

Long  may  this  illustrious  paradise  be  ours; 

Our  Eves  are  the  rivals  of  all  that  are  known. 

On  thy  margins  Queen  Beauty  has  erected  her  throne; 

Those  marvelous  nymphs,  that's  enchanting  our  stream. 

Turns  the  head  of  the  tourist,  he  is  lost  in  the  scene. 

He  in  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  tells  the  tales, 
That  sounds  like  a  day-dream  in  the  far  distant  vales; 
Traditions  tell  where  the  long  centuries  lave, 
'Twas  the  land  of  the  fair  and  the  home  of  the  bra\e; 
Then  light  canoes  danced  betwixt  waters  and  air. 
Bearing  from  sylvany  groves,  Avild  maidens  fair. 
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On  thy  banks  C'uiud  invented  tlic  iniiver  and  bow. 
Which  red  men  imitated  long  ages  ago; 
Now  the  knight-errant,  on  their  raparisoned  steed, 
Gather  rings  with  their  huiees,  terril'ie  their  speed; 
And  at  the  (dose  of  the  tonrnament,  beauty  is  (-rowned, 
Rivabng  in  chivah-y  the  ancients  renowned. 

Why  should  not  our  valley  outvie  all  in  romances, 

Where  starlit  eyes  every  bosom  entrances. 

With  stnnmits  so  lofty,  ])enetrating  sky, 

A  lecture  of  grandeur  bewildering  the  eye; 

At  their  base  How  waters  from  up])erlands  green, 

Whose  crystal  smile  passing  the  gorges  between. 

On  thy  banks  hear  we  grating  and  jarring  of  mill, 
Grinding  golden  wheat,  that's  reaped  from  valley  and  hill; 
Where  millers  are  gathering  toll,  as  happy  and  gay. 
As  the  vendors  of  jieanuts,  and  oranges  by  the  way; 
Thy  dales  re-echo  with  horns,  and  whistles  of  steam, 
Antl  the  wires  on  thy  banks  jxiss  the  message  unseen. 

The  plowbov  and  steeds  are  furrowing  fields. 
Where  reapers  in  summer  harvest  the  yieUls; 
The  song  of  the  milkmaid,  enchanting  thy  lawn, 
When  songsters  awake  to  salute  early  tlawn; 
Wild  deer  ramble  thy  forests  and  evergreen  glades. 
The  tloe  and  the  fawn  browse  in  luxuriant  shaiies. 

lioth  nature  and  art  with  their  gorgeous  array. 
Combine  to  enhance  the  charms  enshrining  thy  way; 
I  have  seen  thee,  fair  river,  with  margins  sublime. 
Anil  watched  thy  currents  cross  boundary  line; 
Traverseil  cities,  and  villages,  on  either  side, 
Viewed  temples  and  schools  with  a  national  pride. 

Conversed  with  boys,  loving  sports  ancl  their  play. 
Whose  demeanor  and  etiipiette,  truthfully  say, 
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We  will  be  among  the  wise  and  learned  some  day; 
The  broker,  the  lawyer,  the  merchant  over  the  way, 
May  be  a  Demosthenes,  with  oratorical  grace. 
Or  a  Nestor  outvieing  with  wisdom  his  race. 

'Tis  not  strange  that  thy  margins  so  wondrous  and  grand. 
Is  the  favored  resort  of  the  learned  of  our  land; 
When  Ponce  De  Leon  sought  the  fountain  of  youth, 
Had  he  but  saw  thee,  and  heard  marvelous  truth; 
All  that  would  bask  in  fame's  illuminating  gleam. 
Must  drink  of  thy  waters,  or  bathe  in  thy  stream. 

Its  birthplace  the  hills,  ])rehistoric  its  reign. 

In  ages  may  laurels  surround  it  the  same; 

To  describe  all  the  legends  tiiat  by  you  doth  file. 

Would  show  waters  rivaling  Pactolus  or  Nile; 

Were  each  sacred  spot  marked  with  sculptured  stone. 

No  river,  ancient  or  modern,  could  equal  our  own. 

Long  as  earth  among  planets  celestial  waits, 
May  liberty  envelop  with  freedom  our  States; 
Long  as  heavenly  lustres  shall  burnish  thy  wave, 
'Tis  the  land  of  the  fair  and  the  home  of  the  brave; 
Much  honored  river  continue  coursing  with  time, 
While  the  great  ocean's  mark  ever  thy  boundary  line. 
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THE   CITY  OF    Jl'ASHIXGTON. 

The  beautiful  blue  Potomac. 

Towards  the  sea  rolls  on, 
And  upon  its  banks  romantic, 

The  city  Washington. 

Where  now  are  seen  the  marble  halls. 

Once  stood  the  forest  shade. 
Where  red  men  reared  the  wigwam  walls, 

Antl  hunted  in  the  glade. 

A  temple  famed  there  now  we  hnd, 
On  which  towers  freedom's  crest; 

'Vhere  savants  meet,  the  nations  mind, 
From  north,  south,  east,  and  west.     . 

The  mansion  white  thy  lawns  adorn; 

Where  bides  Chief  Magistrate; 
Who  at  the  helm,  in  lull  of  storm, 

Guides  the  ship  of  State. 

When  morning  rides,  m  all  its  pride. 

Above  thy  sights  sublime. 
Embellishing  the  prairies  wide. 

And  towbring  peaks  divine. 

Thou  citv  grand,  with  a   glorious  fane. 

That  overlooks  thy  strand. 
A  monument  to  an  honored  name, 

Renownetl  in  every  land. 

When  fancy  on  her  highest  wing. 

Wakes  jKUnotic  emotions. 
We  hear  the  notes  of  freedom  ring. 

Betwixt  the  might v  octwns. 
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THE  LITTLE  BIRD   ON   THE  SHIP. 

"  Lighted  on  the  ship  Michael  Angelo,  300  miles  from  land. 

The  Michael  Angelo 's  cleaving  prow 
Was  parting  wide  Atlantic  sea, 

When  setting  sun  withdrew  its  glow, 
In  sight  appears  from  off  the  lee. 

A  weary  bird,  which  did  alight 

Upon  the  stays  oT  mizzenmast. 
And  drooped  its  wings  to  rest  for  night. 

Sheltered  from  the  ocean  blast. 

The  queen  of  night,  with  mellow  rays, 
Came  riding  through  the  troops  of  stars; 

And  her  shimmering  mantle  lays 
Whose  fingers  fouclied  horizon  far. 

By  taffrail  stood  a  hardy  boy. 

Since  childhood  bred  to  know  not  fear; 

His  mirthful  language  lisping  joy. 
And  thus  he  sang  the  bird  to  cheer. 

Oh  I    little  wanderer  on  the  wing. 
Why  traverse  ye  the  briny  foam? 

Why  hast  thou  left  where  myrtles  spring  ? 
What  seekest  thou  in  heaven's  dome? 

Came  thou  from  verdant   prairies  west, 
Where  the  unfettered  bison  glide. 

Or  doth  thy  mate  on  mountain  crest 
Call  in  the  shades  above  the  tide? 
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Or  slccposl  he  on  soullicrn  \ines, 

WluTc  west  winds  softly  play  in  bowers. 

Awaiting  balm  to  distant  climes 

That's  rising  from  the  opening  flowers? 

(^h !    tell  me  where  thy  eot  of  hair. 
Doth  birdlings  yet  a  vigil  keep, 

NN'hile  thou  art  riicking   in  the  air, 
Ai\d  sleeping  ride  aeross  the  deep? 

Sweet  bird,  1  bid  thee,  now  good  night, 
Mav  pleasing  dreams  thy  hours  employ; 

l.el  bree/es  tair  prolong  delight 

And  fill  unreeled  sail  without  alloy. 

\\'hen  rosy  morning  wakes  the  sky, 
I'll  jdace  thy  mess  upon  yon  truck. 

When  thou  shalt  dine,  then  rise  on  high, 
(lO  seek  thy  hinne.  1  wish  you  luck. 

Cio,  with  thy  tale  of  rolling  seas, 

Wlu'ie  golden  beams  rejoice  thy  nest; 

'I'here  raptures  lling  among  the  trees. 
In  robes  of  green  luxuriani'e  dressed. 

Thv  travels  tell  to  well  illumed  throng. 

On  sloping  hills,  on  sunny  ]dain; 

Where  jnirest  mirth  is  wrapt  in  song. 

And  sylvan  pleasures  ever  reign. 

Ro\e  nt>t  agaiii  in  trackless  air. 

Above  the  billows'  rolling  spray; 
Leave  not  again  thy  forests  fair. 

Nor  land  oik^  hundred  leagues  away. 
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IVIIERE  ARE    THE   PURPLES    THAT  GRACED 
MY  MORNINGS. 

Where  arc  the  ])uri)les  which  graced  my  inornhigs? 

Falling  their  beauties  in  colors  of  gold; 
Where  are  the  roses  my  path  once  adorning 

Emitthig  incense  fmin  exquisite  fold? 

I'licn  every  songster  was  singing  a  measure, 
Ringing  me  symi)honies,  hiding  all  care; 

Tenderly  caroling  rhynies  of  pleasure, 
Ecstacies  sported  aloft  in  the  air. 

Is  it  that  sunlight,  forsaking  the  azure, 

Veiling  forever  the  joys  of  my  day; 
No,  no,  the  flow' rets  are  fragrant  with  treasure, 

Beautiful  warblers  still  chirrup  their  lay. 

IvUxuriant  forests,  adorning   the  mountains, 

Spreading  their  branches  with  leaflets  unrolled; 

Shading  the  margins  of  cool  mossy  fountains, 
Gathering  dewdrops,  their  value  untold. 

Rich  are  the  spices,  from  myrtle  so  tender, 
Commingling  balm  that  is  kissing  the  breeze; 

Pale  are  the  lilies,  with  attitude  slender. 
Bordering  crystals  that  How  on  to  seas. 

Mingling  with  surf  and  the  hea\'enwanl  billow, 
Laving  the  beach  with  the  tides  at  their  full; 
Dancing  in  wavelets,  through  sedge  and  the  willow, 
.  Bearing  the  boat  which  the  cpiick  paddles  pull. 
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l'',\cii  tin-  sails  tliat  arc  skiinniinj;  llic  occai), 
(Hide  with  the  vessels,  in  silver  arrayed; 

I'A'ery where  blithesome  and  joyous  einoti(jn, 
Mal(  lies  the  gorj^^eoiis  siinli;;hl  displayed. 

Music  eiichanl  inj;,  the  siren  of  summer, 

l''liii!;s  nn  the  /e|)h)'rs  its  mirth  as  in  youth; 

Ma.L^ieal  notes  rise  from  carol in^^  hummer, 
Mimics  repeat  ea(  h  son,L(  eniiohU-d   truth. 

Yellow  sheaves  stand  on  the  far  stretched  valleys, 
Sun  kissed  fruit  the  orchards  well  adorn; 

NundterU'ss  lu-rds  in  their  A\'anderin,L,^s,  salley 
Over  the  meadows  which   reapers  have  shown. 

Harvest  repeats  what  old  time  is  disclosing, 
liack  to  the  intinite  everything  thrown; 

On  rolls  the  world,  with  its  scenes  imposing, 
Yearly  its  treasures  appear  on  each  /one. 

Hours  thai  ha\e  faded  retiiin  me  delight. 
Memory  recalleth  its  summers  of  love; 

N'ears  roll  away  and  are  hidden  from  sight, 
Worlds  are  renewing  tlu'ir  dramas  above. 

Kare  is  thy  painting,  oh,  lamous  enchanter, 
Dreaming  of  minutes  which  memories  bless; 

Dire  is  thy  ending,  oh,  mighty  supplanler. 
Oft  hast  thou  stolen,  mv  lover's  caress. 


Ibing  nu'  a  song  from  my  playground  en(  banting 
\Va,king  the  past  in  its  grandeur  sublime. 

Bring  me  a  twig  from  yon  oak  tree  that's  slanting. 
There  in  m\'  \outh  grew  the  daisies  so  tuie. 
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AUTUMN  LEA  VPlS. 

liCavcs  arc  dropijing  from  the  branches, 
Where  tliey  flourished  onre  in  ])ri(le; 

Bron/.cd  vines  and  cultured  orchards 
Cast  their  foliage  side  by  side. 

Leaves  have  faded  in  the  forest, 
Where  the  binls  in  summer  sing; 

Leaves  bestrew  the  lawns  and  terrace, 
'I'hickly  covering  mossy  spring. 

Leaves  are  falling,  autumn  calling. 
Round  each  vine-clad  cottage  door; 

Orange,  red  and  russet  falling, 
On  the  meadcjw  and  the  moor. 

Dropping  softly  by  the  river, 
Where  exhaustless  currents  flow; 

Wandering  ze|>hyrs  make  them  (|uiver, 
Lifts  and  whirls  them  to  and  fro. 

Leaves  are  floating  where  the  willows 

Overhang  the  riverside; 
Lightly  drift  on  tiny  billows, 

Which  are  ccjursing  on  to  tide. 

They  are  topjiling  where  the  sunlight, 
Darts  its  rays  of  gold  around. 

Tumbling  where  the  shades  of  night 
(lather,  hushing  every  sound. 
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Leaves  lire  ciiriicl  iiif;  I  Ik-  \vi  Muood 
WluTc  llic  winds  oriiiilimiii  si^h; 

H;i<l<  we  liink  l<i  (lays  of  childhood, 
'I'li.il   like  a,  |iaj^cMiil   pasM'S  by. 

I''alliii[^,  yes,  thf  leaves  art-  I'alliii^^, 
Vaiiisidiif,'  like  scenes  of  yoiilh; 

Joys  of  liygoiie  years  recalling, 
Weirdly  painliiiL;  many  liiilhs. 

I  ,ea.\i's  are  lallinj^,  ^^'enlly  lalliiig, 
Wlieif  once  eaily  siolels  f^rew; 

Mirlhlul,  winsome,  hours  recalling, 
When  our  days  like  minutes  ili'w. 

AVilherinj;  where,  in  years  that's  left  us. 
Stood  the  oakt'U  lice  and  swin^, 

]'"airy  scenes  aidund  them  wall  us, 
To  the  mind  t  he  laliK'aii\  (  lini;. 


I,eiives  are  railing;  on  llii-  ])layj4round, 
l'"ancy  shows  me  yonlhlul  days; 

As  when  liies  and  dnuns  did  sound, 
'Then  we  slepped   lo  marl  ia  1   la  \  s. 

Leaves  now  de(  k  the  lields  ol  liallle 
Wluie  we  marclH'(|  in  ranks  a,i;a in, 

When  the  musket 's  (lea leii ini;  rattle, 
Willi  at  1 1  llei  \   :>hook   I  he   pla  in. 

Leaves  are  lallim;,  ])ause  am!  listen, 
[lushed  the  souml  and  tramp  of  war; 

l*ea(i'hd  avis  anumd  us  ;;lisli.'i\, 
.SpriMilm;;  hainionv  alar. 

1  ,el   relurniu!;  .lutumns  iind  us, 
1  .ookini:,  liai  k  iipmi  our  vout  h; 

.\nd  the  hour  ^lass  still  remind  us 
or  past  pleasine,  porlraM'd  Iruth. 
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At  siinscl  liour,  ;iini(l  wild  (lowers, 

1  ()])fn  my  litllc  sonj^; 
l''r()ni  nionntain  bower  I  sran  the  towers, 

Wlicr^'  rest  tlic  city's  throng. 

The  evening  liells,  with  music  swell, 
How  sweet  their  echoes  chime; 

Resoimding  knells,  helps  fancy  tell, 
A  story  weirfl  in  rhyme. 

'Ihcy  sofliy  throW;  in  cadence  low, 

The  (nuvintest  notes  to  me; 
And  /e])hyrs  blow,  the  choral  (low. 

About  me  tenderly. 

On  iL-nrnc  plains  now  giaceful  reigns. 
The  mellow  moonbeam's  light; 

Where  rustic  swains,  and  loving  twains, 
Are  basking  in  rlelight. 

And  lolly  lays,  the  milky  ways. 

Upon  the  spangled  waste; 
A  vast  ama/.e,  the  comet's  blaze. 

Is  mar<;hing  there  in  haste. 

They  whisk  their  tail,  through  heaven  sail, 

And  nations  (|iiake  on  earth; 
They  (earli'ss  hail,  the  ruler's  w.iil. 

They  grant  new  chieftains  birth. 
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On  ship  of  war,  on  oceans  far, 
WIr'ic  billows  llin^  their  spray, 

The  sturdy  tar,  on  vcsscTs  sjiar, 
Hail  c'mp\rran  ray. 

Since  llie  first  beam,  of  starry  teams, 
Were  seen  on  skies  sublime; 

'JMie  savants  dream,  their  fiery  gleams. 
An  ejxx  h  marks  in  time. 

'Tis  strans^e  celestial  botlies  teach 

'I'o  man  on  other  spheres, 
IJcyond  terrestrial  scenes,  they  each, 

Trove  numbered  arc  ihe  \('ars. 

The  .sage  delights,  in  the  midnight, 
Tq  plumb  and  line  the  llame; 

He  measures  light,  weigjis  orb  so  bright. 
And  seeks  to  com])ass  fame. 

()f  worlds  we  find  thci'e's  littU'  known, 
They  move  by  nature's  law, 

To. human  mind  'tis  ever  shown, 
When  formed  they  bore  no  llaw. 

\Vhen  light   lirsl  looki-d  from  his  throne," 

illtimined  earth  and  air, 
'I'lien  chaos  lied  to  realms  unkm)wn. 

Light  formed  the  forests  fair. 

Show  mc  the  mount  where  wisdom  hies, 

Of  such  the  jjoets  dream; 
And  1  will  drink  where  sipped  the  wise, 

And  gather  joy  serene. 
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KE  VJiKIRS. 

Oflcn  when  the  evening  closing 
As  the  twilight  waning  fast, 

When  the  mind  is  calm,  reposing. 
Memory  ex]jlfjres  the  past. 

Then  amid  the  watches  dreary, 

In  my  fiuiet  lonely  room, 
Pondering  often  until  weary, 

Darkness  cast  about  me  gloom. 

Days  bygone  arise  before  me. 

Showing  scenes  once  fair  and  bright; 

Seeming  to  again  restore  me, 
Faces  hidden  long  from  sight. 

Then  my  bosom  fills  with  yearning, 
'i'o  be  freed  from  every  care, 

And  to  hear  the  words  endearing, 
Which  once  floated  everywhere. 

But  alas!  I  look  around  me, 
On  this  world  of  grief  and  woe, 

And  ask  where's  its  philanthrcjpy, 
'I'hat  sages  taught  years  ago. 

Thus  I  muse  beside  the  window, 
Into  which  the  moonbeams  fall, 

Shayjing  weird  ungainly  shadows. 
On  my  chamber's  snow  white  wall. 
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Then  I  look  where  stars  are  shining, 
Shedding  far  their  mellow  light, 

Through  the  skies  cerulean  lining. 
Twinkling,  twinkling,  all  the  night. 

Far  above  them  heaven  interlaces 
Gates  of  pearl  and  streets  of  gold, 

Rarest  gems  fill  all  the  spaces 
Jeweled  angles  light  behold. 

Seraphs  guarding  shining  portals, 
Watching  left  and  watching  right; 

See  the  cares  of  earthly  mortals, 
In  the  darkest  hours  of  night. 

Thus  I  revel  in  the  twilight. 
Ere  I  rest  upon  my  bed, 

Morn  returning  its  delight 
Brightens  azure  overhead. 
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THE  ARTIST  GIRL. 

Pencil  in  hand,  stood  an  artist  girl, 

Finishing  painting  before  her; 
Numberless  hues  in  its  landscape  unfurl, 

Far  along  the  highlands  crowned  with  fir. 

Waters  like  crystals  trace  valley  green, 
Winding  thro'  full  blooming  clover; 

Even  the  dimpling  eddies  between, 
Moss  fringe  whirl  over  and  over. 

On  southern  slope  was  a  matchless  home, 
Round  it  happy  children  playing; 

And  on  veranda  a  mother  was  shown. 
Listening  to  what  they're  saying. 

Lindens  and  pine,  border  each  avenue; 

Orchards  well  laden  with  sunkissed  fruit, 
Vintage  emerging  from  morn's  early  dew, 

Cluster  where  golden  vines  shoot. 

Facing  the  east,  were  straw  rick  and  barn, 
Where  peacocks  strut  with  expanded  feather; 

And  the  milk  maid's  costume  cast  a  charm. 
As  she  flits  over  the  heather. 

Over  green  ]3astures  horses  roam; 

Flocks  and  herds  are  here  and  there  straying; 
On  the  hillside  one  red  fox  alone, 

Near  by  a  hollow  oak  is  laying. 
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In  the  dim  distance  towered  a  steeple, 
Where  the  wildwood  opened  the  way; 

Seemingly  well  trodden  by  people, 
On  each  returning  Sabbath  day. 

Lo  !   in  the  farness,  a  milk  white  steed 
Gallops  out  of  the  forest  cover; 

Even  the  rider's  high  colored  plaid, 
Tells  that  she  portrayed  a  lover. 

Far  to  the  west  lies  a  sea  girt  cove, 
And  vessels  sail  in  the  offing; 

Rugged  headlands  rears  high  above, 
Masts  from  which  pennons  were  flying. 

Rays  of  midday  illumined  the  blue, 
Tinging  wavelets  rolled  from  the  sea: 

Art  equaled  nature  in  coloring  true. 
May  the  muses  preside  over  thee. 
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PSALM  FOR  BACHELORS. 

Sing  for  me  in  joyous  number, 
Wedded  life,  its  sunny  sides; 

Tell  that  single  men  all  slumber, 

Dreaming  girls,  too  young  for  brides. 

Life  fascinates  us  with  the  real; 

Girls  are  sunlight  of  the  soul. 
And  the  only  thing  men  can  steal, 

And  not  be  imprisoned  in  a  goal. 

Life's  enjoyment  finds  its  morrow. 
When  fair  nymphs  around  us  stray; 

Man's  destiny,  grief,  and  sorrow, 
When  he  keeps  them  far  away. 

Time  is  fleeting,  swiftly  fleeting, 
Like  yon  river's  rolling  wave;      - 

Listen,  girlish  hearts  are  beating, 
Martial  music  for  the  brave. 

Mirthfully  the  maiden's  prattle, 
Peering  into  world  of  strife; 

Seeking  for  a  brave  in  battle, 
Ready  ever  for  a  wife. 

Trust  not  days  that  come  hereafter. 

Never  be  a  Bachelor; 
Act  the  man  that  lassie's  laughter, 

Telleth  what  she's  looking  for. 


264  PSALM  FOR    ILiCHKLORS. 

Lives  of  wedded  folks  remind  thee, 
You  can  live  in  bliss  as  well; 

And  departing,  leave  behind  thee. 
Prototypes  which  always  tell. 

Courage  take,  xmmarried  brother, 
Wasting  time  so  idly  too; 

Set  exam])le,  that  another 

Shall  take  heart, — some  maiden  woo. 

Now  up,  and  on,  onward  driving. 
With  a  mind  on  beauty  set; 

Still  i)ursuing;  and  contriving, 
Bachelors,  a  helpmeet  get. 
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BY  REQUEST. 

I'm  asked  to  sing  a  dainty  song, 

And  fairies  place  in  air; 
Have  muses  mingled  in  the  throng, 

"ris  for  a  damsel  fair. 

Could  I  refuse  requested  boon. 

Why  no,  'twould  be  a  sin; 
I'll  sing  for  her  the  sun  at  noon, 

And  rhyme  the  queen  moon  in. 

Describe  for  lassie  planets  far. 
Which  doth  the  azure  trace; 

And  brightly  show  the  morning  star 
Amid  the  spangled  waste. 

I'll  take  a  sail  in  stately  ship 

Across  the  briny  sea, 
Portray  in  verse,  for  nymph,  my  trip 

Where  rolling  billows  be. 

And  when  beneath  the  southern  skies, 

Or  in  an  eastern  port, 
I'll  paint  the  scenes  that  sylph -like  rise, 

In  storied  camp  and  court. 

I'd  seek  the  plains  were  (ranges  run, 

Trace  hieroglyphic  Nile; 
Rest  under  cedars  of  Lebanon, 
.  Or  where  the  palm  trees  smile. 
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At  \'cnicesail  in  Lcondolier. 

^Vhi(■ll  over  waters  glide; 
Or  list  to  glees  of  mountaineer, 

View  scenes  by  Tiber's  side. 

I'd  roam  the  realm  of  wild  romance, 

Along  the  rolling  main; 
And  gather  themes  in  vine-clad  France, 

Or  castles  old  of  Spain. 

I'll  tread  the  heathery  highlands. 
Their  thistle  banks  and  braes. 

And  wander  over  the  islands, 
Shamrock  and  ])rimrose  wavs. 

Paint  land  of  legion  and  of  song, 
Where  flows  the  noble  Rhine; 

In  witching  notes  describe  the  throng. 
Which  doth  each  village  line. 

From  vales  beyond  the  ocean  wide, 
Bring  brightest  rubies  shown; 

But  well  I  know  there's  none  reside 
So  fiiir  as  in  our  home. 

(r)ur  i)rairies  green,  our  moinitains  tall. 

Our  heroes  greatest  be; 
Our  hearth,  our  iTomes,  our  maidens  all. 

The  best  of  earth  have  we. 

Of  foreign  gems  the  poets  write. 
And  fair  they  are  to  read; 

But  C\)lumbia  is  our  delight. 
Rarest  of  all  indeed. 
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R  OBER  T  B  URNS'   BIR  THDA  Y. 

One  hundred  and  thirtieth  anniversary  of  his  birth,  Jan.  25th,  1S88. 

Hark  !   Scotia's  sons  in  every  clime, 
Honors  to-day,  her  child  of  rhyme, 
Whose  muse  inspired,  sang  "  Auld  Lang  Syne," 
By  Caledonia's  fountains. 

They  love  the  bard  who  held  the  plough. 
And  drew  a  theme  from  every  bough. 
Or  thistle  wild,  on  grassy  brow. 
Of  Caledonia's  mountains. 

'Twas  he  who  sang  the  daisy's  flush. 
The  linnet's  chant,  the  warbling  thrush, 
And  early  lark  above  the  rush. 
Of  Caledonia's  fountains. 

Of  golden  suns  that  valleys  fill, 
And  pearly  dews  on  sloping  hill, 
The  tempest  whistling  weird  and  shrill. 
O'er  Caledonia's  mountains. 

What  pleasing  charms  around  him  dwell. 
When  Scotia's  bliss  his  thoughts  impel. 
His  glowing  spirit  rings  the  swell, 
Of  Caledonia's  fountains. 

When  sublime  thoughts  his  soul  inspire. 
Then  artful  strains  surround  his  lyre. 
Whose  raptures  wake  the  highland  fire 
On  Caledonia's  mountains. 
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No  sci"\ilc  measures  span  his  lines, 
]')Ul  marching;  numbers,  soaring  rhymes, 
Ring  martial  airs,  and  warlike  chimes, 
Hv  Caledonia's  fountains. 

In  early  youth  to  hardshii)s  steeled, 
He  sang  the  gory  battlefield, 
And  grasped  the  sword  and  iHjre  the  shield, 
l''or  Caledonia's  mountains. 

He  sang  of  midnight,  morn  antl  noon. 
Of  twilight's  veil  and  rising  moon, 
And  lassies  fair — the  sweetest  boon — 
By  Caledonia's  fountains. 

()f  summer  skies,  and  i)leasing  hours. 
Of  lleei  y  llocks  in  \erdant  bowers. 
And  shej^herds'  i)ipes  on  topmost  towers 
Of  Caledonia's  mountains. 

He  sang  of  thunders  rending  air. 
Of  wintry  storms  that  forest  tear, 
And  many  a  thing  beyond  <.omi)are 
By  Caled(*nia's  fountains. 

^Ve  ))Ia(e  aloft  on  jxige  of  fame; 
Our  Hums'  reward — a  poet's  name, 
To  ever  ring  a  proud  refrain. 

On  Caledonia's  nutuntains. 
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ERIN,  SWEET  ERIN. 

Erin,  sweet  Erin,  I've  bid  thee  farewell, 

Often  methinks  on  thy  beautiful  shore; 
Pride  of  my  childhood,  1  ever  shall  tell, 

Charms  of  thy  valleys,  the  wide  world  all  o'er. 
And  of  the  water  like  silver,  that's  tracing  thy  sands. 

Dancing  to  music  as  onward  they  roam, 
Mingling  in  ocean,  ])earls  laugh  on  thy  strands. 

Whispering  responses  wherever  thrown. 

Others  may  tell  of  the  land  of  their  birth. 
But  to  me,  thou  art  the  fairest  o-n  earth. 

Erin,  my  heart  for  thee  often  has  bled. 

Pondering  vellums,  which  shiningly  bore. 
Names  of  thy  warriors,  on  battle-fields  red. 

Matchless  thy  heroes,  and  matrons,  of  yore. 
Islands  and  continents  tell  of  thy  fame, 

Even  the  sea,  where  the  high  l)illows  climb. 
Magical  har])ers  thy  honors  proclaim, 

Painting  thy  glory  in  rapturous  rhyme. 

Others  may  tell  of  the  land  of  their  birth, 
lUit  to  me,  thou  art  the  fliirest  on  earth. 

Erin,  beloved,  such  jewels  recall. 

Pleasures  to  gladden  my  heart  as  in  youth; 
Erin,  thy  memories  ever  shall  fall, 

Pictures  enchanting,  illumining  truth. 
Brightest  of  sunshine  sheds  glittering  gold. 

Over  thy  gardens,  where  primroses  smile, 
Cuckoos,  red  robins,  and  skylarks  unfold, 

Transports  inspiring,  the  hours  to  beguile. 

Others  may  tell  of  the  land  of  their  birth,^ 
But  to  me,  thou  art  the  fairest  on  earth. 
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P'rin,  thy  shamrocks,  and  bright  morning  dew, 

Fashions  me  visions,  which  radiant  glow, 
Fair  as  the  rainbow  with  glorious  hue, 

Vanishing  years  to  me  ever  bestow. 
Erin,  when  stars  fill  thy  valleys  with  light, 

It  seems  that  angels  in  spaces  above, 
Scans  every  glen  through  the  wearisome  night, 

Faithfully  guarding  the  isle  of  my  love. 

Others  may  tell  of  the  land  of  their  birth, 
But  to  me,  thou  art  the  fairest  on  earth. 

Erin,  how  sweetly  the  tones  of  thy  bells. 

Waft  on  the  summer  winds,  out  on  the  sea. 
Clear  as  the  song  of  the  vesper  that  swells, 

Harmonies  higher,  much  higher,  than  we. 
Astonished  ears  list,  with  gladsome  surprise. 

Every  note  seeming  to  follow  me  here, 
Renewing  joys  that's  lost  to  my  eyes, 

Recalling  loves  of  my  earliest  year. 

Others  may  tell  of  the  land  of  their  birth, 
But  to  me,  thou  art  the  fairest  on  earth. 
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NEVER  AGAIN. 

'rouching  the  pathus,  never  again, 

Out  of  the  ocean  of  blissful  emotion, 
Cometh  that  awful  appeal,  never  again; 

Comrades  of  old,  in  life's  battle  bold, 
How  often  the  tear  drops  have  started, 

Dimming  your  eyes,  when  the  sound  of  sweet  name 
Told  you  of  spirits  departed; 

Reverberating  No  !   No  !   never  again. 

Life  and  its  cares  ever  distract  us. 

Vexations  follow  wherever  we  roam; 
Life's  disappointments  often  have  tracked  us. 

Bitterness  spreading  in  once  happy  home; 
Unnerving  senses,  which  tenderness  feel 

When  we  lose  what  we  can  never  regain, 
Heart-rending  that  pathetic  appeal, 

Whose  reasonance  echo,  never  again. 

Destiny  faces  the  loud  artillery's  roar. 

Dreads  not  the  havoc  in  encircling  fire; 
Fame  seeth  warriors,  weltering  in  gore. 

Where  the  rockets  leap  higher  and  higher. 
Mingling  with  shouts  of  the  victor.  Victorious; 

Leaping  above  the  vast  columns  of  slain. 
Where  trumpets  chant,  in  a  requiem  chorus. 

Never,  never,  No!   No!   never  again. 

Compatriots  to  each  other  have  lended, 

Cheers  encouraging  actors  playing  their  part; 
And  oft  on  fields  their  foeman  attended. 

Showing  a  kind  and  beneficent  heart. 
Thus  and  forever,  like  gales  in  December, 

Wistfully  wailing  over  the  plain; 
Ever  around  us  bring  thoughts,  to  remember. 

The  weird  pathos,  No!   No!   never  again. 
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THE   WILDWOOD. 

Where  rabbits  run  the  wildwood, 

Sing  the  hxrks  so  gay; 
And  in  the  meadow  hedges  stood  ^ 

Chattering  the  jay. 

While  here  and  there  a  chirrup, 

Rises  from  the  wren, 
And  the  crickets  noise  flur  up, 

Quaintly  in  the  glen. 

On  oak  tree  builds  the  linnet. 

Working  with  a  will; 
Woodpeckers  bore  into  it, 

With  an  ivory  bill. 

Where  apple  blossoms  flourish, 

Robins  gaily  sing; 
And  crystals  sparkling  nourish 

Mosses  by  the  spring. 

On  slope  of  grass  green  mountain, 
Wanders  flocks  well  shorn; 

Below  the  ploughboy  counting 
Furrows  in  the  corn. 

Down  along  the  sunlit  valley. 

Noisy  millwheels  go. 
Where  merry  millers  tally. 

Sing  with  water  flow. 

And  noon  days  beauty's  trailing. 

Over  all  the  hills; 
'['he  fawns  and  does  are  hailing, 

Dew  distilling  rills. 
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OHIO. 

Where  now  Ohio,  ages  old, 

Are  thy  red  hunters,  wild  and  brave; 
Who  in  thy  vales  the  war  whoops  rolled, 

And  in  light  canoes  swept  thy  wave. 

Why  fled  they  from  thy  scenes  superb, 
Where  dame  Nature  placed  her  throne; 

No  poet's  fancy  conceives  words 

To  thee  describes,  ere  arts  were  known. 

Where  now  Ohio,  ages  old, 

Are  thy  dusky  dark-haired  daughters; 
Where  now  the  youths  that  to  them  told, 

Their  love  on  margins  of  thy  waters. 

The  art  of  love  red  maidens  knew. 

For  Cupid  tracked  their  hiding  place; 
They  early  learned  that  feathers  new. 

Must  be  set  with  excjuisite  grace. 

Many  a  son  of  thy  once  proud  race, 

Ruled  long  before  Cornplanter's  named 

To  fill  a  Sachem's  honored  place, 

Algonquins  call  him  wise  and  famed. 

They  fled  forever  from  thy  mountains. 
Their  mounds  perpetuate  their  name; 

Thy  plains,  thy  hills,  and  singing  fountains, 
Combine  to  keep  alive  their  fame. 
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In  silent  glens,  where  leveled  mounds, 

Are  yearly  decked  with  leaves; 
Through  branching  boughs  the  whisper  bounds 

Forget  us  not,  on  every  breeze. 

We  never  back  can  trace  their  story. 
Nor  the  origin  of  mellow  tongue; 

They  all  have  fled,  like  sunset  glory, 

Autumn  winds  have  their  recjuiem  sung. 
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OC-CO-QUAN. 

A  West  Virginia  Stream. 

Thou  rambling  beauty  Occoquan, 
When  rising  sun  in  purple  i;li>\vs. 

And  gilds  the  eastern  horizon, 

Thy  stream  a  pearly  current  flows, 

In  pleasant  vales  thou  reignest  queen, 

Where  dew  distills  from  mountain  spring; 

Upoii  thy  margins  lovers  dream. 
And  peals  of  laughter  by  thee  ring. 

Oh  could  I  name  thee  Occoquan, 
In  the  Algon([uin's  witching  tongue, 

I  would  resound  thy  praise  anon, 

And  sing  the  time  when  thou  wert  young. 

When  red  men  bold  the  war  whoop  rolled, 
And  daring  chiefs  led  on  the  braves; 

Their  squaws  have  told  in  days  of  old, 
The  fascinations  of  thy  waves. 

Then  antlered  deer  sped  hunters'  realms, 
And  warriors  woo'd  the  dusky  maid, 

In  twilight  hours  beneath  the  elm. 

As  silver  moonbeams  round  them  played. 

Then  wigwams  graced  thy  tangled  bowers, 
It  was  their  tribe's  inheritance. 

Where  starlight  fell  in  glinting  showers, 
On  many  a  true  and  loving  glance. 

Then  rapture  rivets  dark  browed  soul, 
And  sacred  vows  each  bosom  chain. 

Unending  as  thy  waters  roll, 

That  gently  glides  adown  thy  plain. 
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Those  sights  are  gone,  ihe  light  canoe, 
Breaks  not  thy  foam  with  darting  jirow, 

Yon  vast  expanse  of  heaven's  l)hie, 
1-ooks  ilown  on  paler  faces  now. 

Another  race  beside  thee  dwell, 

But  red  men  left  with  thee  a  name; 

That  weirdly  tells  thy  limi)id  swell 
Shall  long  be  guardian  of  their  fame. 

']'hy  grassy  margins  ])eaceful  sleep, 
Beneath  the  i)lane  and  walnut  tree; 

There  wild  flowers  bloom,  and  zephyrs  sweep, 
Their  incense  fiir  across  the  lea. 

Thy  ])lains  are  spread  with  cultured  fields, 
(~)f  tasselled  corn  and  golden  grain. 

And  reaping  chariots  gather  yield. 
Upon  the  wide  and  fertile  plain. 

Thy  woodbine  ways  the  vale  enchants, 
When  joyous  lads  and  lassies  meet. 

With  seniors  grey  at  Indian  haunts. 
To  drink  of  mineral  waters  sweet. 

The  goblet  cheers  the  eldest  heart. 
The  sparkling  drips  without  alloy, 

A  rapture  to  the  soul  imi)art. 

And  wakes  in  bosom  youthful  joy. 

They  often  sij)  and  bliss  renew, 
As  slowly  fiides  the  evening  light, 

When  pavilions  reel  with  graceful  crew, 
Rejoicing  elders  watch  the  sight. 

Roll  on,  glad  river,  ever  roll. 
In  distant  seas  your  wave  unite; 

Along  thy  path  fill  strangers'  bowl, 
ObserviuL'  still  the  ancient  rite. 
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/  WILL  REMEMBER   THEE. 

When  rosy  morning  wakes  the  earth, 

And  purples  tint  the  cloudy  fold; 
Whose  glory  gilds  the  sky  afar, 

And  curtains  hemisphere  with  gold. 
When  drops  of  dew  melt  on  the  flowers. 

When  early  beams. adorn  the  sea. 
And  radiance  westward  light  the  bowers, 

I  will  remember  thee. 

When  dials  mark  the  hour  of  noon, 

The  sun,  keystone  in  heaven  above; 
In  afternoon  when«soft  winds  glide. 

Through  myrtles  whispering  words  of  love, 
When  forgotten,  to  friends  unknown, 

'Twas  thou  that  didst  remember  me; 
Wherever  on  the  earth  I  roam, 

I  will  remember  thee. 

When  twilight's  veil  shall  round  me  fall. 

And  silver  stars  the  welkin  fill; 
Beneath  which  lovers  rambling  meet, 

Beside  the  sparkling,  prattling  rill. 
When  moonbeams  grace  the  glassy  mere. 

Or  dance  upon  the  ruffling  sea. 
Beautifying  far  the  hemisphere, 

I  will  remember  thee. 

Or  'mid  the  scenes  of  joy  and  mirth, 

E'en  where  the  music  rings  sublime. 
And  footsteps  move  in  merry  dance. 

With  measured  numbers  keeping  time; 
Were  it  on  earth's  remotest  bound; 

E'en  there  you  shall  remembered  be, 
Ere  Morpheus  bears  his  vase  around, 

I  will  remember  thee. 
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RE  VIE  W. 

Shall  I  long,  laborious  scene  review. — Pope. 

Bright  and  fair  the  summer  morning, 

Zephyrs  low  and  sweet, 
Gently  crossing  pleasant  valleys. 

Wave  the  golden  wheat. 

Honey  bees  are  in  the  clover, 

Working  with  a  will, 
Every  petal  finds  the  rover. 

Gathering  his  fill. 

Westward  luxuriant  mountains 

Stand  against  the  blue, 
Waters  from  their  i)rattling  fountains 

Wind  the  meadows  through. 

Level  plateaus  fronting  ocean, 

Well  adorned  with  trees. 
Rugged  headlands  stop  the  motion 

Of  the  briny  seas. 

Sail  and  steam  are  ploughing  waters, 

Buoys  red  marks  the  bar; 
From  the  masthead  fly  the  colors, 

Known  to  every  tar. 

White-ca])ped  waves,  always  ranging, 

Lave  the  vessel's  side; 
Sunlight  gleaming,  lustre  changing, 

Gild  the  rippling  tide. 
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Far  around  the  willing  workers, 

Labor  day  by  day; 
Commerce  freights  the  stately  vessel, 

Fastened  to  the  quay. 

Where  the  city's  din  and  jostle, 

Rings  from  morn  till  night. 
Traffic's  interchanging  rustle, 

Wonderful  the  sight. 

Columbia,  while  thy  star  brightening. 

Elder  nations  wane; 
Liberty,  the  world  enlightening, 

Looks  across  the  main. 
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THE   OLD    YEAR. 

Hark  !  the  solemn  bells  are  ringing. 
Old  Year  passing  out  to-night; 

Hollow  towers  are  dolefully  flinging, 
Dirges  over  many  a  height. 

Echoes  mountain  toj)s  are  winging, 
Snow-crowned  pinnacles  and  plain;. 

Gales  in  leafless  forests  singing, 
Reverberates  refrain. 

Time!  Time!  the  requiem  is  calling: 
Old  Year  ends  with  parting  bell; 

And  round  many  a  hearthstone  falling. 
Tones  that  ring  a  cheerless  swell. 

Earth  in  orbits  pathway  straying, 
Through  the  ether  circling  wend; 

Time  her  yearly  ransoms  paying, 
Scjuaring  dues  that  never  end. 

Marching  on  eternal  motion, 
Hiding  epochs  coming  round; 

Deep  in  time's  unfathomed  ocean. 
Where  the  i^lumniets  never  sound. 

Time  is  like  a  river  hailing, 
Tides  that  roll  not  on  a  shore; 

Onward  !    Onward  !    always  sailing. 
Into  endless  evermore. 
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THE  NEW  YEAR. 

Ring,  merry  bells,  triumphant  swells 
On  the  mountains  and  the  plain; 

Ring  welcome  swells  of  music  bells, 
Above  the  New  Year's  train. 

Loud  !  louder  rise,  your  clang  and  shock, 

Ring  out,  rejoicing  peal, 
High  !    higher,  than  the  upland  rock, 

Terrestrial  echoes  steal. 
• 
Let  satellites  that  round  us  dwell. 

Tell  plq.]tets  far  and  near; 
In  spacious  vaults  of  heaven,  tell 
Of  terra  firma's  cheer. 

Let  gales  that  sweep  from  boreal  halls. 

Cross  Arctic  frozen  wild; 
Again  in  southern  zephyrs  fall. 

On  the  savannahs  mild. 

From  cities  lofty  silvered  spires, 

Fling  music's  sweetest  swell, 
O'er  toys  that  hang  by  hearths  and  fires, 

Which  children  love  so  well. 

In  cottage  homes  where  wreaths  adorn, 
The  cheerful  snow  white  wall; 

Where  smiles  upon  each  young  face  worn. 
Bring  joy  to  great  and  small. 

Those  lisping  voices  ever  play, 
Glees  in  Time's  mysterious  sea; 

They  love  to  keep  the  holiday, 
That  brings  to  them  a  jubilee. 


282 


THE   OLD  AND  NEW  YEARS'    GREETING. 

In  vMllcy  round, 

]  hear  the  son.Lj, 

or  Old  Year's  bells. 
Weird  dirges  bound, 

Lamenting  long; 

The  mournful  swells, 
A  reciuiem  sighing, 
Ui)\vard  living. 
Hushing  every  thrill  t)f  mirth; 

Old  December's 

Expiring  embers 
Lies  upon  the  cottage  hearth. 

Discordant  air, 

Floating  everywhere. 
Midnight  hours  upon. 

l>aments  wailing. 

Railing,  trailing. 
End  in  oblivion; 

Waking  mountain  el\e, 

As  the  dial  marketh  twelve. 


1  lark  !    merry  chimes. 
The  hilltops  line. 
Intonations  jiarting, 
Octaves  in  fun, 
Joyously  run; 
Raptures  darting. 
Musical  airs. 
Revel  e\erywhere. 
The  New  Year  has  come. 


OLD  /LVD  NEW  YEARS'   GNEET/A'G.  283 

Harmonies  sweeter, 
Euphonica.l  metre, 
Leap  far  into  skies. 
Joyously  greeting; 
New  Year's  meeting. 
With  sportive  replies, 
Quivering  towers. 
Silver  tongued  bells. 
Echoing  clear; 
Rejoice  leafless  bowers, 
And  snow-bound  dells. 
Opens  the  New  Year. 
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INVENTION. 

On  the  ])aL;es  of  many  a  volume  are  written  names  that  excel 
those  of  emperors,  kings,  warriors  or  politicians.  Names 
that  have  furnished  volumes  of  thought.  Whose  persevering 
and  active  minds  have  taught  mankind  wonders;  gave  man 
power  to  converse  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning  at  great 
distances,  or  to  soar  above  the  c-,louds  at  pleasure,  where  in 
future  ages,  mighty  warriors  will  marshal  their  minions,  and 
make  war  on  the  cities  below. 

The  history  of  inventions  every  day  sweeps  its  panoramas 
before  our  astonished  eyes;  we  see  the  superb  iron  chariot 
drawing  the  car,  with  unrivalled  speed,  over  mountains, 
along  hillsides,  and  across  the  level  prairies,  speeding  the 
splendid  steamshi])  on  the  mighty  ocean,  making  others  to 
navigate  lakes,  rivers,  and  the  wonderfully  fashioned  artificial 
waters. 

Invention  chains  the  lightning,  draws  the  gases  from  the 
subterranean  wells,  tills  and  sows  the  fields  and  harvests  the 
well  ripened  grain.  Was  it  when  earth  emerged  from  chaos, 
that  wonders  first  began!  It  is  certainly  evident  to-day,  to 
any  far-seeing  mind,  that  inventions  are  only  in  their  in- 
fancy; new  marvels  will,  in  years  to  come,  astonish,  bewil- 
der, and  fiiscinate  the  spectator's  eyes,  with  their  peerless 
pre-eminence. 


Since  time  began,  the  chronicles  of  ages  tell, 
No  crime  so  great,  as  that  of  daring  to  excel. 
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FICTITIOUS  NAMES   OF  STATES  AND   TERRI- 
TORIES. 

ALI'IIAI!KTICAI,I-Y    ARRANGED. 

Arizona Aridzone. 

Alabama Bear  State. 

Massachusetts Bay  State. 

Mississippi Bayou  State. 

Wisconsin  Badger  State. 

Ohio ♦. . Buckeye  State. 

Kentucky Cave  State. 

Louisiana Creole  State. 

Delaware Diamond  State. 

New  York Empire  State. 

Rhode   Island Eden  of  America. 

Alaska  Fur  State. 

Florida    Flora's  State. 

Oregon Forest  State. 

Connecticut Freestone  State. 

California Golden  State. 

Minnesota Coi)her  State. 

New  Hampshire Granite  State. 

Vermont Green  Mountain  State. 

Indiana Hoosier  State. 

Iowa H awkeye  State. 

Arkansas Hot  Sjjring  State. 

Utah Hoi  y  I  -and . 

Missouri Iron  State. 

Pennsylvania Keystone  State. 

Michigan Lake  State. 

Texas Lone  Star  State. 

Tennessee Marble  State. 


2S6  l-ICTITIOLS  NAMES  OF  .'x7\l  77:s,  &-<: 

West  Virginia New  Dominion. 

I'^ast  Virginia Old  Dominion. 

Illinois Prairie  State. 

Maine I'ine  Tree  State. 

South   Carolina Palmetto  State. 

New  Jersey Peninsular  State. 

Maryland (^ueen  of  States. 

Nevada Silver  State. 

New  Mexico Staked  Plain. 

Nebraska Salt  Spring  State. 

Colorado Tower  State. 

North  Carolina Tur])entine  State. 

Kansas l'ltrann)ntane. 

\\'yoming Wonderland. 
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AN  EVENING   CAMP  SCENE. 

During  the  civil  strife  between  the  North  and  the  South, 
it  seemed  my  destiny  to  view  much  of  the  pomp  and  pagean- 
try known  to  war.  Amid  that  martial  array,  which  no 
Quaker  could  approve  of,  or  by  any  means  justify,  there 
was  many  things  which  the  painter,  poet  or  author  could 
admire. 

Such  a  scene  presented  itself  to  my  view  one  summer 
evening,  as  I  was  passing  westward  over  the  Chesa])eake  and 
Ohio  Canal,  whose  course  tends  close  along  the  Potomac. 
Nearing  Edwards'  Ferry  I  saw  on  the  river's  southern  banks 
and  bluffs,  the  guns  of  the  Confederate  artillery  looking 
forth  from  the  earthworks,  behind  on  the  plain  were  pitched 
their  snow  white  tents. 

On  the  northern  margin  lay  encamped  the  Federal  troops. 
Silence  reigned  in  each  camj).  Their  unfurled  banners  float- 
ing listlessly  on  the  breeze,  lent  enchantment  to  the  scene. 
No  barrier  lay  between  the  two  proud  armies  but  the  much 
•renowned  River  of  Swans,  whose  limpid  waves  wended  their 
way  on  to  the  sea.  On  either  side  sentries  patroled  their 
beats.  Their  bayonets  glistened  in  the  sunlight,  whose  orb 
was  slowly  descending  to  the  horizon  west  of  the  Blue  Ridge, 
whose  tall  ranges  far  and  wide  overlook  valleys  for  many 
miles  along  the  romantic  river. 

Suddenly  the  sound  of  the  fife  and  the  drum,  at  each 
headquarters,  broke  the  silence  of  the  balmy  evening.  As 
the  bands  of  each  encampment  began  to  discourse  martial 
airs  at  their  respective  stations,  wafting  sweet  music  on  the 
roving  zephyrs.  Above  the  northern  cohorts  sang  the  Star 
Spangled  Banner's  defiant  strains.  The  Southern  band  re- 
sponded with  Dixie  land,  followed  by  the  Federal's  Hail 
Columbia.     The  Confederates  responded  with  My  Maryland. 


2HH  AN   EIKNJNC    CAM  I'  SCENE. 

'I'licii  iii;ili  lilfss  noU's  rcvi'l led  in  ;iii"  loi^tilu-r; — nil  ;it  oik  c 
c;i<  I)  l);in(l  slriirk  up  ,\iil<l  \  .■•\\\\i,  Sync,  whose  soft,  sweet 
syniphonii's  (liince<l  Icm  k  :in(l  forth  iieross  the  beivnliful 
stream.  I,illlf  tliniiL^hl  llic  ( 'alcdoni;!  |)oi't,  when  he  (oni 
posed  those  l;inioiis  st;inz;is,  th;il  before  a  century  would 
(.•l:\|)se,  two  eontendin]^  armies  on  ihc  luond  pl.iins  of  Anu-riea 
would  vit'  wilji  oni-  anolher  in  phiyin^;  lliis  most  enehantinj,' 
lyric.  I'A'ery  inslrnmcnt  seemed  lo  breatlie  as  if  by  inspira- 
tion, h:irmonies  in  unison  met  in  the  skies,  while  no  doubt 
benealh  lull  Iwcniy  lliouiiinul  iiearts  respond  in  the  chorus 
whose  n)usic  brought  delight  lo  the  soul.  No  doubt  ami<l 
the  m:irti;il  arr;iy,  every  soldier's  lu-iirt  c.dled  up  the  picUire 
of  his  (  liildhood  ;ind  home. 

1  low  lew  on  earth  e\fr    li\e  lo  lu'ar  su(  h    lapliires  or  \ii'w 
such  H  scene. 
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J'KOURJ'.SS. 

Support  and  (lircct  the  cliild  with  his  kite,  toy  l)alloon,  or 
tiny  sailboat,  that  he  puts  forth  on  the  muddy  stream.  When 
he  asks  a  fiuestion  give  him  a  kind  answer.  'I'lie  first  j>en  he 
handles  may  not  make  a  straight  line,  but  with  a  little  helj), 
and  his  own  energy,  he  will  master  something,  'j'liere  is, a 
volume  of  th(jught  to  be  unwound  from  that  mind.  You 
know  not  but  you  may  be  directing  a  power,  that  may  some 
day  vie  in  the  world  as  a  Washington,  a  Franklin,  a  I''ulton, 
a  Morse,  or  an  Archimedes.      , 

Be  ready  to  assist,  if  it  is  only  to  put  their  foot  on  the  first 
bar  of  the  ladder,  they  may  finally  reach  the  top.  It  may 
some  day  be  a  remembrance  of  an  ac:t  to  your  own  honor. 
While  the  world  exists,  it  will  need  statesmen,  orators,  phi- 
loso])hers,  historians,  theologians,  dramatists,  mathemati- 
cians, astronomers,  geogra])hers,  geologists,  botanists,  eth- 
nologists, naturalists,  physicians,  surgeons,  chemists,  lawyers, 
financiers,  bankers,  editors,  jniblishers,  printers,  booksellers, 
cofi-i posers,  musicians  and  singers. 

Sup])ort  all  things  that  go  toward  advancing  and  assisting 
art,  science  and  industry.  To  improve  those,  we  need 
among  our  noblest  men,  civil  engineers,  inventors,  mechanics, 
manufacturers,  sculjjtors,  architects,  engravers,  painters, 
builders  and  navigators. 

There  is  infinitely  more  unknown  than  has  been  shown, 
or  more  to  be  found  out  than  has  been  shown  or  given  to  the 
world;  there  is  room  for  all' the  c(;n(entrated  genius  of  men, 
for  centuries  to  come 
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LEARNING  IS   TJJE  J' A  RENT  OE  INDUSTRY. 

All  iiu'ii  and  women  arc  liorn  free  and  ei|nal,  hut  wealth, 
culture  and  refinement,  causes  them  to  fdl  very  different 
lK)sitions  in  the  world's  coterie.  Learning  is  the  parent  of 
industry,  as  tridy  as  gi-nius  is  the  sire  of  invention.  Neces- 
sity is  oftentimes  its  mother,  but  how  true  it  is,  man's  highest 
aim  is  to  rival  his  fellows.  Every  young  man  and  woman 
should  acciuire  some  art,  wherewith  to  ac(|uire  a  livelihood. 
Youth  is  the  season  of  activity. 

In  youth  the  ])owers  of  the  mind  begin  to  expand,  and 
re(|uire  some  field  where  it  can  progress,  and  learn  to  excel. 
Health  is  stimulated  by  moderate  labor;  it  gives  strength  to 
the  mind  and  l)ody.  The  highest  forms  of  civilization  are 
only  to  be  found  where  the  people  are  engaged  in  healthful 
occupations. 

The  body  and  mind,  properly  cultured,  together  gives  a 
refinement  and  intelligence  which  assists  to  lead  the  himian 
family  in  the  paths  of  virtue  and  morality. 


ADDENDUM. 

(lO,  a<  I  and  do  before  it  is  too  late; 

Go,  let  courage  show  the  highest  fate; 

(lo,  worth  and  wisdom  shall  surround  thee; 

do,  thev  will  laurels  wreathe,  wherewith  to  crown  thee. 
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FALSE  I'RIKNDSHJP. 

'I'nily,  truly,  it  has  been  said,  that  adversity  is  the  true 
test  of  friendshiij.  On  the  pyre  of  adversity  J  have  cast 
the  last  smouldering  ember  of  that  mysticism,  friendship; 
but  not  one  illuminating  ray  c<Mdd  be  found  in  that  once 
mighty  and  vast  conglomeration. 

That  once  immense  hyperthropic  fabric  shrunk  into  \.\W\- 
l)utian  littleness.  Even  the  sun  at  noonday  failed  to  radiate 
a  shadow  around  it.  Like  thS  mists  of  the  morning,  or  the 
snows  of  winter,  it  had  melted  away,  and  the  ])lace  that 
knew  it  once  knew  it  no  more. 

Finally,  to  make  my  search  and  research  more  sure,  I 
procured  a  microscojje,  whose  magnifying  lens  were  of  most 
extraordinary  power.  Under  it  every  heteorogeneous  or 
heteramorpheous  atom,  when  broken  into  one  million  three- 
score and  thirty-three  thousand  ])ieces,  either  fragment 
would  become  enlarged  to  unbounded  dimensions,  and 
ap])ear  to  the  eye  like  unto  Pojjocatapetl,  or  one  of  the 
loftiest  ])eaks  of  the  Himalayas,  upon  which  every  firefly 
would  resemble  a  burning  volcano. 

Through  this  kaleidoscope,  1  viewed  the  ])lain  where  once 
methought  amity  dwelt  in  years  gone  by.  But  lo!  and  be- 
hold I  to  the  surprise  of  my  two  wondering  eyes,  from  its 
innermost  (X'ntre  to  its  uttermost  bound,  within  and  without, 
and  all  round  about,  was  drawn  a  dark  deep  veil  of  stygian 
darkness,  rivalling  that  of  Plutonian  midnight,  thrtnigh 
which  not  one  phantasmagorial  gleam  escaped, — friendship 
lay  entombed  there. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Out  on  the  world  I  cast  my  song, 

To  wander  many  a  way; 
In  rustic  homes  and  cities'  throng, 

To  sing  its  roundelay. 

The  Bard  has  ne'er  a  patron  chose, 

To  lift  on  high  his  name; 
He  rather  would  some  child  amuse. 

That  future  years  shall  fame. 

Had  fate,  or  friendship,  disallowed, 
This  work  had  not  been  written; 

Or  had  the  Bard  bowed  to  the  proud. 
Or  a  maid  gave  him  the  mitten. 

While  centuries  revolving  roll. 
And  poesy's  fire  is  fanned; 

Good  angels  guard  the  singing  soul. 
The  choristers  of  our  land. 
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